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Enter Richard Dnkg of Gloeeſter, ſolu. 


OW is the winterof diſcontent, 


Nj Made glorious ſommer by this Sonne of Yorke : 
| And all the sloudes that low'r ypon eur houſe, 
| == [n the deepe boſome of the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with yitorius wreathes, 

Our bruiſed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our ſterne alarums chang'd to merry meetings. 

Our dreadfull marches to deljghttull pleaſures. 

Grim-vifagde war, bath ſinoocthd his wrinkled front, 

And now inſted of mounting batbed Reedes, 

To fright the ſoules of fearcfull aduerſaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the laciuious pleaſing of a loue, 

Bur I that am not ſharpe of ſportiue rrickes, 

Nor made to court an amorous leoking Glaſfle - 

I chat am rudely Ranipt,and want loues maicſty, 

To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I chat am curtaild ot this faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by difſembling nature, 6.71 

Deform'd, vafiniſhe ſent before my time 

Into this breathing world halte made vp, 

And that fo lamely and ynfaſhionable, 

That dogs barke at me as | halc 3t them - 

Why I iathis weake pipirg time of peace 

Haue no delight to pafſe away the time, 

Vnleſſe to fpie my ſhadow in the ſunne, 

Avd deſcant one mirc own<edefgrmity ; 

And ther: fore (i:ice 1 cam. ot proue a louer, 

Toentertaine theſe faire well: ſpoken dayes, 

I am determined to-proue a villator, 

And hare the Idle pleaſures of theſe dayes - 

Plots haue 1 layd,induRions dangerous, 
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| By drimken propheſies ibels and dreamed” : 


Fo fer my brother Clarence and the King, 
In deadly hare the one -againt theother, 
And if King Ealward'be as True and iuft 
As Iam fubrile, tatſeand crechorous: 
This day ſhould C/erevc: cloſely bee mewd vp, 
About a proph-fie which ſay 3 thar G. 
Of F awards heves the rmurenerer thall be. 
Diuethoughts d.whe to myd{oule, - Enter Clarence with 
Heere {larence comes, 4 Guard of awev. 
Brother, good dayes, what meane this armed gua:d 
Thar waits ypgn your grace * 
Cla. His maielty rendring my. perſons ſatery,hath appointed 
This conduct to conuey:meto the Tower. 
&/0. Vpon what cauſe? 


(74. Becauſe my name is George, + 


Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours, 
He ſhould for thac commu your god tathers : 
O behike his maietty hath ſome incenc 
That you ſhall be new clrilined in the tower, 
Bur what is the miatcer C/arence,may | know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard when I doe know, tor 1 proteſt. 
As yet | doe nor, but as I canlearne, 
He herke:s afcer prophefics and dreames, 
And from tie crofſe-row pluckes tne letter G, 
And ſaycs a wizard coli him that by G, 
His iflue difinherited fhould be, 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It followes in his thought that Lam he; 
Theſe as I learije and ſuch hke toyes as theſc, 
Haue moued his highnefle ro commit me now. 
Glo. Why this it is wheti men are rulde by women, 
Ts not the King that {ends you to the Tower, 
My Lady Gray is wife, Clarence tis ſhe 
That tempts hin cothis extreamity, 
W as 1: no: ſhe and tha: good manof worſhip 
Anthony Woodmile her brother there, 
T hat made hi.n {cnd Lord Heffingsto the tower, 
From wherice this preſent day heis delivered? 
Wearcnu iats Cli.zc-c8, we are not (afes Cle: 


{of RichardobeThird, Oo 
C14, By heauen Tthinkethereis no man ſecur'd — | * 
But the queenes kindred,and.nighe walking heralds 

that cruge betweere: the King and M firis Shores 
Heard you not whatan bumble ſuppliane 
Lord Haſt+:gs was toher for hisdeltuery ? 

Ge, Humb) y complayning te het Deity, | 
C:ct my Lord Chamberlaine his libexy,:- | 
liereli you what, [I thinke ix were our way,. 
I; we will keepe in fauour with the King, 
Tobce her men and were ber liuery, | 
] he icalous ore-=worne widdowand her (ule, ( 
Since that eur brother dubd them Genilewamen, 

Are mighty geſlips in this monarchy. 
Bro, 1 betecch your graces both to percden me ? 
His maieRy hath firaightly ginen in charge, / 
That no men ſhall hauc priuzte conference, I, 
Ot what degreec {ocuer with hrs brother. ._ . 
Glo, Euen fo and pleaſe your worſhip Brokenbary, 
You may pertakc-of any thibg wee ſay : 


| We ſpeake notreaſen man we ay the King = | 


Is wiſe and veriwweus and the noble Queene 
Well ttroke in yeares, fajteand not icafous, 
We lay that Shores unte harh # pretty foore, 
A chety lip a bonny eye, a patſmg pleaſing tongue : |; 
And that the Queenes kincted are made gente folkes: | | 
How ſay you hr, can you depy all this? 
Bro, With this (My Lord) my (eifehadv nonght to do. ; 
Glo. Nought to.do with:Mithis Shore, I'tellrhee feflow, | 
He thatdoth nought with her excepting one, 
Were. beſt he.do it ſecretly alone, 
Bro. What one my Lord? 
Glo. Her hasband knaue, woutift chou berray me? 
Bro, I beſcech your Grice toipardonme , and wichsll for. 
Your conference with'the noble Duke. (beare 
Cle. we know thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey, 
Glo, We are the Queenes Abies and mult obey, 


Brother farewell I willl yato the King, 

And whatſocuer.you williniploy mein, - 

Were it eg call KingEdiurds widdow filter, - | 
| | : Kiy | Iwill 
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The Tragedie 

I will performe it to infranchiſe you, 

Meane time this deepe diſgrace in brother hood, 

Touches me deeper tiren you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it plcaleth neither of vs well. 
Glo, Well your impriſonment ſhall not be long. 

I will deliver you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Ca. I muſt petforce , farewell, Exit Cla. 
Gls. Go tread the path, that thou ſhalc nere returne, 

Simple plaine C/arence,I doc loue thee fo, | 

That I will ſhertly ſend ehby ſoule to heauen, 

If heauen will take the preſent at our hands, 

Bur who cames heere thenew deluered Haſtings, 

Enter Lord Haſtmgs. 
Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 
G 1s. As much vatomy good Lord Chamberlaine - 

Well,are you wellcome to this open aire, 

How hath your Lordſhip brookt impriſonment ? 
Haſt. with patience (noble Lord) as priſoners muſt « 
Burt I ſhalllive my Lord to giuethem thanks, 

That were the cauſe ofmy impriſonment, 


| . G's, Nodoubr, no doubt,and fo ſhall Clarence teo, 


Forthey that were your enemyes, are his, 
And taue preuaild as much on him as you. 
Ha#t. More pitty that the Egle ſhould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 
Glo. What newes abroad, 
Haſt. No newes ſo bad abread, as this at home : 
The King is ſickly weake and melancholly, 
And his Phifitians feare him mightily, 
Glo. now by ſaint Pax thisnewes is bad indeed, 
Oh he hath kept on ill diet long, 
And over much conſumed his royall perſon, 
Tis very grieuous to be thought ypon, 
What is he in his bed ? 
Haſt. He is. | 
Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you, Exit Haſ,, 
He cannot live I hope, and muft nor die _ 
Till George beipackt with poſt horſe yp to hrauen- | 
He in to vrge his hatred more to Clatence, With 


_ Fo. oi $ 4 I « 
"I of IK SENSE 462 Ke 5 Oe WE ER , 
, SIODIEt 22 pes - A 5 ae WW, 


of Richard the Third. 


With lies well tceld with weightic arguments, 
And if ] failenot in my deepe intent, 
Cl:rence hath not another day to liue : 


Which done God take King Edward to his mercy, 


A:14 icaue the world for me to buſlellin, 

For then Jie marry Warwicks youngeſt daughter, 
What tho»+gh | kill her husband and her father, 
The redicft way co make the wench amends, 

Isro become her husband and her father : 

The which will I not all ſo much for loue, 

es for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marring her which I muft reach vnto, 

Bur yet I run before my horſe ro market : 
Carence ſtill lives, Ehward fill raignes, . 


When they are gone then muftI count my gaines fs EY 
Exter Lady Anne, wiih the herſe of Henry the fixt. 


Lady. Set downe, ſetdowne,yout honerable Lerd. 
If honor may be ſhrowded ina hearſe, 

Whilf I a while obſequioufly lament , 

The vntimely fall of ycrruous Lancafter, 

Pcore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale aſhes ofthe houſe of Lancaller, 

Thou bloudlefle remnant of that royall bloud, 

Be it lawfull thar I ituecate thy Ghoſt, ' 

To heare the lament#tions of poore Arne, | 
Wifetothy Edward, tothy flaughrcred ſonne, 
Stabd by the ſelfe ſame hands that made theſe holes 
Loein thoſe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpelefſe blame of my poore eyes, 
Curſt be the hand that made the fatal| holes, 
Curſt be the heart, that had thehearc to doe it, 
More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes ys wretched by the death of thee : 
Then I can with to Adders, ſpiders,toads, . 
Orany creeping venomde thing that lives, 
Jfeuer he haue child, abortiue be it, 
Predigious and yntimely brought to light : 
Whoſe "gy and ynnaturall aſpc&t 

May frighs the hepefull mother arthe view, 
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OM - The Trapidie 
'Trencr he kave wife let her bemzad, 
As miſcrable by the death of hin, 
As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 
Come now towards Cherrley with your holy Joad 
Takenfrom Pazlſes to be interred there ; 
And (till as yoware weary ofthe waight, 
Reit you whiles Flament King Hernrees coarſe, 
| Enter Gloceſter. n 
- Glo. Stay you tharbeare the coarfz,and fer it downe, 
\ La. What blacke Mgitian,conutes vp this flend 
Þ To ftopdeuoted charitable deeds ? | 
Glo. Villaine,ſer downeche coarſe or by Saint Paz!, 
 Tle make = coarſe of hitn that difobeyes 2 | 
Gey, Stand hacke and Letche coffin paſſe, 
Glo. Vrunagtter d Joe, Rand thon when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher rhen my breſft, 
Or by Saint Paxl ile AiiTs thee to my foote, 
And ſpurne ypon thee be&per for thy boldnes. 
L a. What do you creimble, are you all affraid > 
Alas, I blame you vt fot you are mertall, 
And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 
Auant thou fearefull miniſter of hell, 
Theu hadſt but power oner his mortall bedy, 
His ſoule thou canſt not haue therefore be gone, 
Glo, Sweet Saint for charity,bce ner fo curft, 
La. Foule Ginell, for Gods fake hence and trouble ys net, 
For thou haſt made'the happy earth chy hell : 
Fid it with curfing cries and deepe exclaimes, 
If thou delight to. vew thy hanious deeds, 
Beho'd this patterne of thy burcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen ſce,ſee dead henries wounds, 
Open their congeal'd mouths and bleed afich, 
Bluth, bluſh, thou Iumpe of foyle deformity, 
Fox tis thy preſence that exhal$this blood, 
 Fromcold and emptie veynes where no bland dwels. 
\ .Thy deed inhumane and vanaturall, 
Bippokes this deluge moſt vematurall,. 
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of Richard the Third. 
Or earth gape open wide, and eate, him.quicke, _. 
As thou EA ſwallow vp this gaod Kings blood, = 
W hich his Hell-pouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo, Lady, you know no ule of charity, 

Which render good for bad , bleflings for curſes, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor mag; 
No beaſt fo ficree, but knowes ſome touch of pirtie, 

Gls But I know none and therefore a'y no beaft, 

La. O.1 wonderfull when deuils cellche truth, 

Glo, More wonderfull when Angels are angry, 
Vouct.ſife deuine perfetion of a womay, : 
O: theſe ſuppoſed euils to giue me leaue, 

By circumſtance but ro acquit my {clfe. : 
La. vcuchſafe defuſcs infeQion of gman, £ 

For thſe kaowne euils but ro-gitty me leaue, E: 

By circumſtan:e to curle thy curſed ſelfe. A 
G!e. Earres then tongue can name thee, let mehave 


Some patient leaſure to excuſe my ſelfe. 
La. Foulcr then heatt can thinke thee, thou canſt make . 


N» excuſe current, but to hang thy ſclfe. 
Glo. By ſuch diſpaire | ſhould accuſe my (elfe. 

La. And by diſpating ſhouldſt thou Randexcuſde, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy ſelfe, 

Which didf, ynworthy laughter vpon others. 
Glo, Say thatl flew them not. 
Es. Why then they are nordead: 
But dead they areaad diudith (luc by thee. 
Go, I didnot kill your husbagd. | 
T.a. Why then he is alive. | 
Glo, Nay he is dead atid flaine by Edwards hagd, 

La, Totby faule throat thou lieft. Queene Aargret faw 
Thy bloody faulchion. {a:ooking in his blood, n 
The which thou ance digſt bend aga.oft her breſt, 

Bur that my brother hear gdide the p.y'r. 

Go. I wzs provaked by her ſlaadgrovs tongue: 
Whichlaid her guilt ypon my guilclefic ſhaulders. 

Le. Thou waſt proyoked by thy bloody minde, 
Which neuer dreamt oBought : bu butcheryes : 
DidRtchou nac kill this King? -. Gle. I grant _= 
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The Traged'e 
Le, Docſtgraunt me hedgehog , then God grany me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deede. 
Oh he was gentle, milde, and vertuous, | 
G !o. The ficterfor the King of Heauen that hath him, 
Ls. He is in heaven, where thou ſhalonetter come, 
G!o. Let him thanke me ther holpe to'ſend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth, | 
La. And chou vnfit for any place but hell, 
Glo, Yes one place elſe, if you will heare me name it. 
La. Some Dungeon. | G!o. Your bed-chamber. 
Ls. Ill reſt betide the chamber where thou lic. 
Glo. So will it Maddamtill Ilie with you. 
L. I hope ſo. | | 
Glo, 1 know ſo, but gentle Lady 4nxe, 
Toleaue this kind incounter of your wits, 
And fall omewhar'into a ſlower methede : 
Ts net the cauſer of the time-leſle deaths, 
O- theſe Plantagenets, Henry and E award, 
As blamefull as the executioner ? 
Ls. Thou ar: the cauſe, and moſt accurſt effe&. 
Gle. Your beauty was the cauſc of thateffeQ, 
Your bezuty which did haunt me in my ſleepe, 
To yndertake the death of all the world, 
So I might reſt that houre in your ſweete boſome, 
Ls. If I thought that, T rel] thee homicide, 
Theſe nailes ſhould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 
Glo, Theſe eyes could neverendure ſweete beauties wrack, 
You ſhould not blemifh thera if I Rood by: 
As al the world is cleared by the Sunne, 
So [ by that, it is my day, my life. . 
La. Blacke nightouerſhad thy day,and death thy life. 
Glo, Curſe nor thy ſelfe faire creature, thou art both. 
Za. 1 would I wereto be reuenged on thee. | 
Glo. Itis aquarreM moft ynnaturall, 
To be reuenged onhim that loueth you. 
La. Ic is a quarrell inft and reaſonable, 
To be reuenged on him that flew my Husband, 
Glo. Herhat bereft thee Lady of thy husband- 
Did to helpe thee to a better husband, 
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of Richard the Third. 


La, His better doth notbrea: h-ypon che carth. 
Glo. Go too,he liues that loues you better then he could, 
La. Name him Gs, Plantagenet. - 
L a. Why what was hee ? 
Glo. The ſclfe ſame name but ene of better nature, 
La. Where is hee ? 
Glo. Heere. Shee Fpiteth at hins. 
why doeft fpitat me? _ 
La. Would it were mortall poyſon for thy ſake. 
{o.Neuer came poylon from ſo {weete a place. 
La. Neuer hung poylcn ona fowler toade, 
Out of my ſight thou doeſt infec my eyes, 
Glo. thine eyes ſncete Lady have infefted mine, 
Ls. Would they were Bafliliskes to ſtrike thee dead, 
Glo. | would they were, that I might die at once, 
For now they kill me with a liuing death : 
Thoſe eyes of thine, from mine hauc drawne falt teares, 
Shamed iheir aſpeCt with ſtore of childiſh drops, 
T neucr ſucd to frinds nor enemy, 
My tongue could never learne ſ{weete ſmoothing words, 
Bur now thy beauty is propoſde my fee; 
My proud heart ſucs, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake, 
Teach tot my lips ſuch ſcorne,for they were made 
For kifſing Lady not for ſuch contempr. 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot for giue, | | 
Loe here I lend thee this ſharpe poynted ſwerdz 
Which if you pleaſeto hide in this true. boſome,, 


And let the ſoule ferth that a dorneth thee : - 


Iizy it naked to thy deadly Riroake : 
And hur. bly beg the death ypon my kace,. 
Nay,doe not pawſe, twas I that kild your husbznd,. 
But cwas thy beauty that prouoked me: _ 
Nay now diſpatch, twas I that kild king Henry, DT 
But ewasthy heauenly facethat ſer me on: — Herefbe lets 
Take yp the ſword againe, or take yp,me.. fall the ſword, 

La. Ai\ſe diſſembler, though I wiſhchy death, * 
I will oc be the executioner. —  -o- 

Glo. Then hid me kill my felfe, and I will doe it, 

Le, Ihaucalreadic, 
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Z "The Tregidie 
_ Glo, Tuth, that was in therapes 


| Speake ir »gaine, arid euen with the word, 


That hand whichfor thy Lone did kill thy Loue, 
$.12!! oriby love, kill a farre trier forte, | 
To both then deaths thouthak be weceſfary, 
La. I would know thy heart, 
Glo, Tis figured in myTtorgue, 
La. I fearc me both arefalic. | 
Gs. Thenneuer man was'true, | 
La. Wcll,well, put yp your ſword. 
Glo, Say then ny peace'is made, 
L 4. That ſhall you know'hereafter, 
Gs. Bur I ſhall line inhope. 
La. All 'men rhopelinetd. 
Glo. Vouchfafe'to weare this ting. 
La. To take is not togiue. | 
Gle. Looke how this ring incompaiſerh thy finger, 
Een ſo thy breſt incloſethmypdorehoart. 
Wetrc both cf them for both ofthemarethine. 
And ifthy poore ſupplyantmay | 
Bur beg one fauour ar thy gracious hand, 
Thou Toeſt confirme his happineſle foreuer. 
Le. Whet is it? 
Glo. That it would pleaſe thee leave theſe ſad defignes 
To him that hath more cauſe to be a mourner, 
A preſently repaire to Crosbie place, 
Where, after I have ſolemnelyetiterred | 
At Chertfie Monaſtery this noble King, | . 
And wet his graue with myrepentant teares, 
I will with all expedient duric ſee you: 
For divers ynknowne reaſohs, 1 beſeech you 
Grant me this boone. | 
Le. with all my here, and muchit toyes me too, 
To {ee-you.are become ſo penitert: 


' Treſſilland Barth,gocalong wich'me. 


G!o. Bid mefarewth. 
La. Tis more then you deſerue* 
Bur fince you teach mo howto Hartrer you, 
Imagine I hauc ſayd farewell alreadie | "Extho 


Glo. 
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of Richard the Third: 


Glo, irs, take yp the courſe, 
Ser. Towards Cherclie noble Lord? 
Glo, Noto white-Fryers there attend. my comming ? 


Was ever womanin this humour woed ? Exuns /f anet Gle, 


Was cuer woman in this humour-wonne ? 

Ile hauc her,but I will not keepe her long. 

What I haue kild-her husband and. her father, 

To take ker in her hearts extreameſt heate : 

With curſcs in her mouth teares ia her cycs. 

The bleeding witnefle ot her hatred by : | 
Hauing God, her conſcicace, and theſe barres 2gainftme ; 
Ard I nothing to backe my ſute withall 

But the plaine Duvel and diſſembling lookes, 

Ard yet towinherall the world is nothing? Hah? 
Hath ſhee forgot alrezdythat brauc Prince 
Edward,her Lord, Whem ſome three moneths lince 
Stabd in my angry mood at 7Tewrbury? 

A fweeter and louclicrgentleman, 

Framd inthe prodigaluy of nature: 

Yong, valuant, wife, and no doubc right royall, 

The ſpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will ſhe yet:debace her cycs on me, 

That cropt he golden prime ot this ſweer Diince, 
And made her widdow to a woefull bed ? 

On me, whoſeall not cquels Edwards moity, 

On me that halt, and am vnſhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to be a beggerly denier, 

I ge mili-ke my perſon all this while. 

Vpon my lite ſhee finds although I cannot 

My ſelfe, ro be a marua!ous proper man, 

le be at charges fora Looking-glaſle, 


And cn:tertaine ſome ſcore or 2wo of tailors 


To ſtudie falhins to adorne my body, 

Since I am crept in faueur with my ſeife, 

I will maintaine it with a litcle coſt. 

But fiſt ile turne yon fellow in-his graue, 

And then returne lainenting tomy loue. 

Shine out faire ſtanne, till Lhaue bought aglafſe, | 

That | may fee my\{hadoy as I paſſe. Exit. 
B 3 Entey 
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The Tragedy 


Enter Queere, Lord Rivers and Gray, 

Ki. Haue patience Maddam, thers no doubt his raicfty, 

W1ll ſoone rccouer h.s accuſtomed healrh. 

Gray. In that you brooke itil, ir makes him worſe, 

Therefore for Gods {: ke ertertaine good comfort, 

and cheare his grece with quicke and merry words, 

Os. It he were dead what thould beride of me ? 
KR, No other harme but lofle of ſuch a Lord. 
#. Thelofle of ſuch « Lord includes all harme. 
Gray. T he heauens have blu ft you with a goodly ſonne, 
To be your comforcer when he is gone, 
Qs. Ohheis yong and his miroriry 

Is putinthe truſt of Re#ch. Gloucelter, 

A man thar loues not me , nor none of you. 
R. Itis concluded he ſhall be Protetor? 
©». It is decermined , not concluded yer, 

But ſo it muſt be if the King miſcarry, Emer Buck. Darby, 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckwghaw and Darby. 
Bac. Good titne of day. ynto your royall grace. 

Dar, God make your maieſty ;oyſallas you hauec bene, 
Qws. The Countefle Richmond good my. Lord of D arby. 

Toyour good prayers will ſcarce ſay , amen - 

Yet Darby, not with{ianding ſhees your wiſe, 

And loues not me, be you gc ed Lord aſſured 

I hate not yeu for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. I bele« ch you either not belceue. 

The enuious ſlanders of her accuſers, 

Or if ſhe be accuſed in true report, 

Beare with her weakeneſſe, which I thinke proceeds 

From way ward ficknefſe,and no grounded malice, 

Ri. Saw you the King today my Lord Darby? 
Dar. But now the Duke of Buckinghamand I, 

Came from viſiting his Miieſtie. | 

Qs. What lik-lihood of his amendment Lords? 
Buc. Madam, 4,ood hope, his grace ſpeakes chearfully. 
Ou. God graunt him bealth, did youu confer with him ? 
Buc. Madam we 6id , He defires tro make attonerment 

Betwixt the Duke of GloceFer and your brothers, 


And berwixt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, _ 


— 
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of Richard the Third. 


And ſent to warnethem of his royall preſence. 
| Os. Would all were wel!,butthar will neuer be, : 
I feare our khappineſle is atthe higheſt, Enter Gleceſter, 
Gle, Thy doe me wrong and I will not endureic: 
Who are they that complains ynto the King ? 
That I forſoeth am fterne loue them not : 
By holy Pax! they love bis grace but lightly 
That fill þis eares with ſuch diſſentious rumours : 
Becauſe I cannot flatter and ſpeake faire, 
Smilein mens faces ſmooth decciue and cog 
Ducke with Frenſh-nods,and apiſh courtchic, 
I muſt be held arankerous encmie. 
Cannot 8 plaine inan liue and thinke ne harme, 
But thus in fimple truth muſt be abuſde 
By filken ſlic infinuating Iackes ? 
K;. To home in this preſence ſpeakes your grace, 
G/o, To thee that hath no honeſty nor grace. 
When I haue iniured thee, when donethee wrong, 
Or thee, or thee, or any of your faQien ? 
4 plague ypon you all. His royall perſon 
( WhomeGod preſerue betterthen you can wiſh) 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you muſt trouble him with lewd complaints. 
#. Brother of Glocefter, you miſtake the matter : 
The King of his owne royall diſpofition, 
And not prouokt by any ſuter elle, 
Ayming bclikeat your interioutharred, 
Which in your outward aRiions ſhewes it ſelfe, 
Againſt ay kindred, brother, and my ſelfe - 
Makes him to fend that whereby wee may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and toremoue it. 
Glo. Icannotcell, the world is growre fo bad, 
That wrens way prey where eagles dare not pearch, 
Since euery Jacke becamea Gentleman 
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There's many a gentle perſon made a lack. | 
Qu. Come,come we know your meaning brother Gloſte+, 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 
God grant we neuer may haue needeof you. 
Glo, Meaie time,God grant that we haue neede of you, 
Out 


1] hadrather 
. Taena Queene with this condition, 


The Trageate 

Our brother is impriſon-d by yuurmeaner, 
My ſclte diſgraced,an:: the Nobil: y 
Heldincontemp:, whilſt many faire promotions 
Are dayly giuen cocnoble tnſe | | 
Thar ſcaiſe ſome tw »dayes fince were wortha noble. 

Qs. Py him hatraiſde me to this careful height, 
From that contented hap which I emoy9, 
1 nener did inlenſe his Mateſty 
Againſt the Duke of Clarence, but haue beene 
Anecarnctt aduo:ace topl:ade for him, 
My lord, you doe me ſhametull iniury, 
Falſely ro draw me in,ſuch vile ſuſp:R . 

Glo, Vou may deny that you were notthe cauſe, 
Of my Lord Haſtings late i npriſonment, 

Rin. She may my Lord, | 

Glo. She may,L.Rimers,why who knowes not (0? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 
She miy |.cipe you to many preferments, 
And then deny her aydi7g hand therein, 
And lay thoſe honours on yenrhigh deſerts. 
W hat may ſhe not > ſhe may, yea marry may ſhe. 

Rin. What marry may ſhe ? | 

Glo. What marry may ſhe ? marry with a King 
A batcheler, a handſome fripling too. | | 
] wis your Grandam hada worfcr match. 

Qs. My L.. of Glocefler, I haue to long borne 
Yourblunt vpbraidings, and your birrer {coffes 
By tieauen I will acquaint hi. Maicfty, | 
With thoſe groſſetaunts I often haue endured. 

# acounry ſeruant maid, | 


To be thustaunted, ſcorned, and baited at, Enter On 
Small ioy haue I in being Engl/avds Queene, CHMargret, 
O.. Mar. And leſned be that ſmall, God | beleech thee, 
Thy horour.fate,and ſear is due to me. | 
Glo, Whai? threat you me with telling the Kivg ? 
Tell Þim and ſpare not looke what I ſayd, 
I will auoch in preſence of the King: | 
Tis time to ſpeake , when paines are quite forgot. 


Q. Mar. | 
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Of Richard the Third, - 
On, Mar, Outdiuel, I remember them toe well, 
Thou fleweſt my busband Henry inthe Tower, 
And Edward my pegre ſanne at Tewxburie. 
Glo. Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King, 
] was a pack-borſe in his great affaires, 
A weeder out of his proud aduerſaries, RF 
A liberall rewarder of his friends : 
To royallize his blood I fpilt mine owne, 
On. Mar. Yea, and much better blaod, then kis or thing 
G!o. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were fattious for the houle of Lankefer : 
And Rewer, ſo were you. Was not your huzband 
In Maregrers battaile ar Saint Albons (laincs 
Let me put in your mind, if yours forget, 
What you haue beenecre now, and what you are: 
Withall, what I have beene,and what ] am. 
Qu. Mer. A muitherous villaine, and ſo till theu arc. 
Gio, Poore Clarence did forlake his Father Warwicke, 
Yea and forſwore hinaiclfe ( which Ieſuparden ) 
On, Mar.Which God revenge. 
Glo, To fight on Edwerd: patty for the crowne, 
And for his mecde ( poore Lord) hee is mewed vp - 
I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 
Or Edwaras ſoſt and pittyfull like mine, 
I am too childiſh fooliſh for this world. 
Os, Afar. Hiethee to hell for ame, aud leaue the world, 
Thou Cacodcemon, there thy kingdeme is. » 
Ri My Lord of Glocefter in thoſe buſie dayes, 
Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 
We tollow then our Lord, our lawfull King, 
So ſhould we now if you ſhould be our King. 


—_— 


Glo, If I ſhould be? Thadrather be apedlar, Fo 


Farce be it from my hearc the thought of it, 

Qs Mar Aslitie joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſh»uid en'oy, were you this countries King . 
Aslitticioy may 7ou ſuppoſe in me, 

That I emi y, »cing the Queene thereof, 
Alitle toy emoyes the Q ueene thereof, 


I can 
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The Trageadie 


Icanno longer held me patient. | 
Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall our, 
I ſhaking our that which you have pild from me: 
Which of you trembles not that looke on me? 
If not, that] being Quecxe,you bow |:ke ſubjects, 
Yet that by you ditpolſd, you quake likereabels : 
O pentile villaine, doe not turne away, | 
Glo Foule wrinkled, witch, what makfithoy in my fbght ? 
Os. Ma. But repititicn of what thou haſt mard, 
That will I make, before I letthee goe: | 
A husband and a ſonne thou owelt ynto me, 
And thou akingdome, all of you 3lteagence ; 
The ſorrow that I haue by right is yours, 
And all the pleaſure you vſurpe, is mine; | 
G!e. The curſe my noble father layd one thee, 
When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper, 


And with thy ſcorne drewſt rivers from his eyes, 


And thento drie them,gau'ſt the duke a clout 
Steept in the blood of pritty Rutland +: | 
His curfesthen fron bitterneſſe of foule, | 
Denounc'd apainſt chee , are fallen yponthee, 
And God,not we,hoth plhoude thy bloodie deed, 
Oa, Soiuft is God to right rie innocent, 
Faft. © twas the fouleſt deed to fliy that babe, 
Ani the moſt mercilefſe that ever was heard of, 
Ri. Tyrants themfeiues wept when it was reported, 
Dorſ. No man bur propheſied reuenge for ir, 
Buc Northunborland then preſent, weptto ſee it, 
Ou. Hg, What? were you ſnarling all fefore I came, 
Ready to cach each other by the throat, 
And turac you now your hatred now one me? 
id Yorkes dread curſe preuaile fomuch with heauen, 
That Hernries death my loucky Edwards death, 


” Their kingdomes loſt my woefull baniſhment, 
& Could all but an{werefor that peeuiſh brat? 


Can curſes pearce theclouds, and enter heauen ; 


Why then give way dullcloudsto my quicke curſes : 
If not by warre, by ſurfet die your King, 
As ours by murdet co make him a King. 


Edward 


4 


of Richard !92 T4:r4. 

F award my ſonne,which now is prince of Yale, 
For Edward my-ſon, which was a Prince of Wales, 
Die inhis youth by like vntimely violences, 
Thy ſelfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 
Outliue thy glory, like my wretched (clfe 
L eng maiſt thou liue to waile thy childrens lofe, 
And fce another, as I ſee thee now: 
Deckt in thy glory,as thouar: ſtald in mine - 
Long die thy happy dayes befere thy death, 
Angcafter many lengthened houres of griefe, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor Englends Queene, 
R:i4rs and Dorſer!, you were ſanders by, 
And ſo wasthou Lord Haſtings , when my ſoone 
Was bd with bloody daggcrs, God I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natu12ll age, 
But by ſome vnlookt accident cut off, 

Glo, Haue done thy charme thou hatcfull withered hag. 

' Ou, Ma. Ard leaue cut thee?Biay dog,tor thou ſhalt hearo 

Tf heauen haue any greeuous plague in ltore, ( me, 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh ypon thee x . 
O let them keepe it till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hutle downe their indignation - 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace - 
The worme of conſcience ill begnaw thy ſoule, 
Thy friends ſuſpect tor traytors whilft thou leſt, 
Aud take deepe traytors for thy deareſt friends, 
No ſlcepe cloſe vpthe deadly eyes cf thine, 
Volefle it be whilſt ſome tormenting dreame 
Affights thee, with a hell of vgly diucls, 
T hou eluiſh markt,abortive rooung hog, 
Thou that walt ſeald in thy nativiue 
The flaue of niture,and the ſonne of hell, 
Thou flaunder of thy mothers heauy womb, 
Thou loathed 1fle of thy fathers loynes, -. 
Thou rag of honeur, thou detefted, &c. 

Go. e argret, 

On, Me, Richard. Glo, 'Fla. 

On, Ma. I call the not. 


Gls, Then I cry thee mercy : for Thad thought 
oe S. bay 


21P9dsayeyg 


c 


'M 


ES ASA Ei Dc 


| The Trapiate 
Thou haft ca!d me all chefe bitter names, 
O«.Meczr, Why ſo I did.but leck- for no te; ly : 
O ler me make the period to my curle. 
Gto.Tis done by me and ends by Aargrer, 
Thus have you breathed m— curſe againſt your (elſe, 


On. Ma. Poore painted Queere, yaine flouriſh oſmy for- 
Why ftrewſtchou iugar one that botled ſpider, tune : 
Whoſe deadly web inſnareth thee abour 2. 

Foole foole thou whetrſt a knife to kill thy {elfe, 
The time will come when chou ſhit with for me, 
Fo helpe thee curſe enat portoned bunch backt toade, 

Haft. Falſe bolting woman , end thy frantick curle, 
Leaſt tothy harme thou move our paticnce. 

On. M.Foule ihame ypon y.v, you haue all mou'd mine. 

Rs. Were you well ſeru'd you would bertaught your duty. 

».Aa. To ſcru: me well, you ſhould doe me duty, 
Teach mee to bee your Queenc, and you my ſubicRs; 
Obſcrue me well and teach your (clues that dutie, 
| Dorſ. Diſpute not with her ſhe is lunatique. 

s.X1a. Peace maſter Marqueſle,yau are malapert, 
Your fire-new flampe of honour is ſcarce currant ; 

O that your young nobilty could iucpe, 

What rwere to coſe it and be miſciable ? 

They that ſtand high, haue many blafls to ſhake them, 
And if they fall they dafh them to peeces, 

Glo, Gocd coun!te)l marry, learn it,learne it Marques, 

Dor/. It toucheth you(my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea,and much more,but I was berne ſo high, 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cixdars rop, 
Ard dallies with the winde,and ſcornes the ſunne, 

Os, Ma. And turues the Sunneto ſhade, alas,alas, 
Wines my ſunne now 1n the ſhade of death, 

Whoſe bright ouiſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath ineternall darkenefle foulded vp + | 

Your aiery buildeth in our acirics neaſt, 

O God that ſeeft it, doe not ſuffer ic - 

As it was won with blood,loſt be it fo. 

Buck, Hauc done for ſhame, if nor for chatity, +». 

Qn#. M.Vrgenexher charity nor ſhame to me, 


Ynch:s. 


of Richard the Third. 


Vacharitably with me haue you dealt, 
And ſhamefully by you my hopes arebutchered, 
My charity is outrage,life my ſhame, 
Ard inmy ſhame ſhall live my ſorrowes rage. 
' Back. Haue dr ne, 
. Adar. O princely Buckingham, I will kifſe thy hand, 

In bgne of leegue and amity with thee : 
Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houſe, 
Thy garments are not ſpotted with our blood, . 
Nor chou within the compaſſe of my curſe. 

Buck. Nor ncne heere for curſes neuer paſſe 
T he lips of them that breath them inthe aire. 

On. Mar,]le not beiecue but they afſend the skie, 
A :d there av ake Gods gentleflceping peace, 
O Buck:rgham beware of yonder dog, 
Looke whenhe fauncs he bites,and when he bites, 
His yenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 
Hate not te doe with him, beware of him - 
Sinne,death,and hell hauc ſec their markes on him. 
And al! their minifters attend on him. 

Glo, What doth ſhe ſay my Lord of B ackingham? 

Exch Nuthing that IrcſpeRt my gratious Lord, 

« Atar. V. hat do: thou ſcorne mefor my gentle coun-- 
And ſooth the diuell that I warne thee from ? (ſell. 
O burrem-mbcr this another day, 

When he ſhall ſplit thy yery heart with ſorrow, 
And ſay poore Margret was a Propheteſle - 
Liue cach of you;the fubieRotf his hare, 
Andheto you,an.1 all of ycuto Gods. Ext, 
Haft. My haire doth ſtand an end to heercher curſes. 
R.u#-Aad fo doth mine, I wonder ſbees at liberty? 
G1s- I cannotblame her by Gods'holy mother, 
She hath had too meh wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue dove. 
Haft. I neuer did her avy to my knowledge, 
Glo, Bur you haue all the yantage of this wrong, 
I was-too hot to doe ſome body good, 
That is to cold in thioking one it now : 


Marry as for Clarence, hee is well repayd, 
C3 Hee 
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(3/7. Maddam tis Maieſty doth call for you « 
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i he leciet miſchicfe thac I fer abroach, | 
1 lay vnto the oreeyious charge of others : | 
Claresce,whome I indeede have laid in darkenefle » 
{ doche,yeepe ro many fimpic gulls - | 
Marncly to Haſtings, Darby Buckirgham, 
Aad fay iris the Queene, and her allies. | 
That fticrethe K. azaiaft the Duke my brother, 
Now they belceue me,and withall wer me | 
To bee revenged one Riners, Vaughan, Gray. 
Buz then figh, and with apeeceof {criptuze, * - | 
T<ll them that God vids vsto doe good foreuill : 
And thus I cloath my naked villany | 
With old od ends, ſto'en out of holy writ, 
And ſreme a$S, when molt I play the diuell. 
Bur foft heere comes my executioners, Enter xecutioners. 
How now,my hardly ftout reſolued mates, | 
Are vea not going to diſpatchthis deed? | 

Exe. We are my Lord and coine tohauethe warrant, 
That we may beadmitted where he is. | 

G!0. lt was well thought vpon, I hane it heere about mc, 
Wien you have done repaire to Crolby place: 
But firs, be ſuddaine inthe execution : | 
Withall,0bdurate : doe not heere him pleade, 
For Clerens is well ſpoken,and pertaps Us 
May mooue your hearts to pity if you marke him. 

Ex0. Taſh; feare not,n.y Lord we wi:lnor ſantco prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be aſſured: | 
Wc come to yicour hands and not cur tongs, 


| 
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of Richard the Third, 
Glo, Your eyes drop milſtones, when foc!es cies drop teares_ 
I like you Lads, about your buſinefle, Exunt 


Enter ("larence Brokenbury, 
Bro, Why lookes your Grace ſo heaualy to day ? 
Cla. O I kaue paRt a miſerable night, 
So full of vgly ſights, of gaftly dreawes : 
That as I am a Chriſtian faithfull man, 
I would net ſpend anothce ſuck a night, 
Thought were to by a world of happy dayes, 
$6 full of diſmal terrour was the time, | 
Brs, What was your dreame?Iloag to heare you tell it. 
C/a Mc thought I was imbarkc for burgundy, 
And in my company my brother Glocefter, 
Woo from my cabben tempted me co walke 
Vpon the hatches tbere he lookes toward England, 
And cited up a thouſand fearcfull times, 
During the wazres of Yorke and Lancaſter, 
That had befallen vs : as we paRt along, 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
M<« thought that G/ecefter ſtnmbled and in ſtumbling 
Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him)oker buord 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine - 
Lord, Lord, me thovght what paine it was to Grawne, 
W hat dredfull noyle of watcr in mine cares, 
Vhat a ſight of death within mine cyecs : 
Me theught I ſaw a thouſand fearcfull wrackes, 
Ten thouſand men that filhes gnawed ypen, 
Wedges of gold, greate Anchors,heapes of pearle, 
Incttimable Rones, ynyalued jewels, 
Some lay in dead mens {culs, and in thoſe holes 
W here eyes didonce inhabit, there were crevt 
As if it twere in ſcorne of eyes,refleCting gems, 
Which wade the ſlimie bottome ot the deepe, 
And mokr the dead bones that Jay ſcatered by. 
Breg,Had you ſuch leaſurein thetime of deathy 
To gaze ypon the ſecrets of che deepe ? 
Cla,Me thought I had : for Riil the cnuious flood 
Kept in my ſoule,and would yotlet it foorth, 
To keepe the cmpty,vyatt,and wandring ayrc, 
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But ſmothred it withinmy panting bule, 

W:ich mM Glt burſi tg bolch it it the fea. | 
[rob A wakt you not with this {ure 3gonic? 
Cir, O no, my dreaine was levgthined after life, 

) chen began che remp:1t of my foule, | 

\Who paſt (me theugh )the meJancoly flocd, | 

\Withruat grim ferciman which Poets write of, 

Vn'o the Kingdome of perpecuall night: | 

The firſt that there did greete my ftranger ſoule, 

Was imy grea: Father in law, renowned warwicke, 

Who cried aloud, what ſcourge for periury | 

Can this datke monarchie aford falſe Clarence? 

And ſo he vaniſhe :Then came waudting by, 

A ſhadow like an Angell, in bright haice, 

Dadled in blood, and he ſqueakt out a loud, 

Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, periurd (arence ? 

That ſtabd me in the field at Tewxbury: | 

Se-ze one him furies , rake him ro your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule-feinds 

Enuironed me about, aud howled in mine carcs, 

Such hidjous cries, that with the very noiſe, | 

I trembling wakt, and for a ſealon after, 

Could not beleene bur that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreſſion made the dreame. * 
Brok, No maruzile my Lord though it affrighted you, 

1promiſe you I am afraid to heare you tell it. 
{la. O Brokenbary, 1 have done thoſe things, . 

Which now beare cuidence againſt my ſoule, 

For Edwards ſake and ſee how herequices me: 

I pray thee gentile keeper ſtay by me, | 

My ſoule js heauy aud 1 faine would f]:epe. 

Brok. 1 will (my Lord)God giue yourgrace good reſt, 

Sorrow bieakes {caſons,and repofing howres 

M. kes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 

Princes hae bur their title for their glories, | 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And tor ynfelt imaginations, 

They often fecle a world of jc [ileffe cares: | 

Sothat bcryixt your tiles, and low names, | 
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of Richard the Third. 


There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
The murderers enter, 

In Gods name what are you, and how camEyou hither ? 
Exe. 1] would ſpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on 
Bro. Yea, are ye ſo briefe? my legs, 

2. Exe. O fir, it is better to be briefe then tedious, 1 

Shew him your Commiſhoen, talke no more. Hereadeth i: 

Bro, ] amin this commanded tedeliuer 

the noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reaſon what is meant thereby 

Becauſe I will be guililefſe ofthe meaning : 

Heere arethe keyes, there fits the Duke a ſleepe. 

Ile to his maieſty and certific his Grace, 

That thus I bave refignd my place to you, 

Exe. Doo it is apoyntof wiſdeme. 
5. What ſhall we tab him as heſleepes ? 
1. Noethen he will ſay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, | 
2. When he wakes, 
Why foole he ſhall never wake till the Iudgement day. 
T. VWhy then he will ſay we ſtabd him ſleeping. 
2. The vrging of that word Tudgement, hath bred 
A kinde of remorſe in me. 


1. What art afraid > =- 
2. Not to kill him having a warrant for it,but to be damand 


For killing him,from which no warrant can defend ys. 
I. Backe tothe Duke of Gloceſter,cell him ſo. |. 
2, I pray thee ftay 2 while, I hope my holy humeur will 
Change,twas wont to hold me but while one could tell xx, 
1. How doeſt thou feele thy ſelfenow ? (me 
2. Faith ſome certaine dregs of conſcience are yet within 
1. Remember our reward when the deede is doae, 
2- Zounds he dies,] had forgot the reward. - - 
1, Where is thy confience now? '/ * : 
2. In the Duke of GloceFer purſe. 
1. So when he opens his purſe to giue vs our reward, 


Thy conſcience flicsout. 
3. Lec it goe ther's few or none will entertaine it, - 


i. How if it come ts thee againe ? 


a IT g EPS ET. ox 
4 -. 
_ a = She git / HD ts EF ELIA AE CAS 
, 7-05 - - » 
- PI 4 « _ CO nts oat ger a ECS- VS YETI ATI TIE DSI b — 
OOO OO Point 9 Ot LNG AA AIDES 2 no > On A rn <tr AY FOO EC HIER IEI ECO <Q AGE — APIS IIS ANGIE a I I > 
” 
= 
t 


The Tragedie 


2. Ilenot meddle with it,itis a Janzerils thing, 
Te makes a man a coward, A man cannat ſteale, 
But it accuſeth him,he cannot Reale bur it checks him : 
He cannotlie with his neighbours wife but it detets, 
Him,it is a bluſhing ſhamfull ſpirice that muttinies 
In a mans boſome: it fils one full of obſtacles, 
It made me once reſtore a pecceof gold that I found, 
It beggersany man that keepes it : itis curnd out of all 
Townes and Citries fora dangerous thing.and wuery 
Man that meanes to liue well,and a: wg to cruſt 
Tobimſelfe,and live without ir, | 

7. Zounds, itis euen now at my elbow , ; perſwading me | 
Not to kill the Duke. 2 

2. Take the diuill in thy minde, and 0% him not, Z 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee ſig hs: | 

7. TutI am ſtrong in fraud he capnot prevail with me, 
] warrant thee. 

2. Stood like a tall fellow that reſpeQts his reputation, 
Come ſhall we to this geare? 

1. Takehim cuer the coftard withthehilt of my ſword, 

And then we will chop him ia the Malmſey, but inthe nexc 
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2.Oh excelent deuice, make a foppe of him. roome ; 
1. Harke ,he ſtirs, ſhall I ftrike? | 
2. Noffirit lets reaſon with him, | Cla. ewaketh, 


Cla. Where art thou keeper,giuemeea cup of. wine, 
x. You thall haue wine enough,my Lord anone, 
Cls, in Gods name what art thou ; | 
2. A man, as you arc. 4 | 
Cl. But not as I am, royall. | | 
1. Nor you as wee are loyall, | . 
Cla. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy. lookes are humble. 
2. My voyceis now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
Cla. How darkely and how Fexdly doeſt thou ſpeake ? 
Tell mee, who are you ? wherefore came you hither? 
Am, To, to, to. 5 | 
(1is.To murther me? ' 4m. 1, | 
Cla, You ſcarce haue the heartto' tell mee ſo, : 
And therefore cannot haue the heart te doe jr, 


Whercin my friends haucI offended you ? 


1. Offended 
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of Richard tbe Third. 


| 7: Offended ys you haue not, but the King. 


Ca. 1 {hall be reconciled to him againe. 

2, Neuer my Lo, therefore prepareto dic. 

C2. Are you cald forth from out a werld of mea 
To lay the innecer:t? what is my offence? 

Where are the cuidence toaccuſe me ? 

What iawfull queft hath giuen their yerdi& yp 

Vno the frowning Iudge, or who pronoune'd 

The bitter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 

Before I be conuite by courſe of law ? 

To threaten me with deathiis moſt yalawfull : 

d charge you as you hopero baueredemption, 

By Chrifts deare blood ſhed for our greeuous ſinnes, 
That you depart and lay no hand one mee, 
Thedeede you vndertake isdamnable, 

1. What wee wilt doe, we doe vpon command. 

2. And he that hath commanded ysis the King. 

Cla. Erroneous vaſlaile, the great King of Kings, 
Hauec in his Tableof his Law commanded, 
Thatthou ſhalt doe no murder, and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his cdi&,and fullfill a mans? 
Takeheede,for he holdes yengeancein his hands, 
To hurle ypon'ttheir heads that breake his law. 

2+ eAndthat ſame yengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falſe forſwearing and for murther too ? 

Thou didſt receiue the holy Sacrament, 
T o fight the quarel of the houſe of Lancaſter, 

1. Aadlikeatraiter tothe nameof God, 
didſtbreake that yow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnript the bowels ofthy Seneraignes ſonne, 

2. Whomethou wert ſworne to cheriſh and defend, 

1. How canft thou yrge Gods dreadſull Law to ys, 
Whenchou haſt brooke it in fodeere degree? 

Cla. Alas,for whoſe fake did Ithat ill deed? 

For Eaward,for iny brother, for kis fake : 

Why firs he tends you not to murder me for this, 
Eor inthis ſfinhe isasdeepe as 1, 

Iſ God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrell from his powerfull arme, 
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The Trage die 

He necdsno indire@ ror lawfull ccurſe, | 

To cut off thoic that haue offended him, | 
1. Who madethce thena bloody miniſler, 

When gallant fpring, braue Plantagenet, | 

The Princly Nouice was Rtrooke dead by thee. 
Ca. My brothers lone, the Deuill, and my rage, 
I* Thy brothers loue, the Dewill, and thy fault, 

Have brought vs hicher now to murder thee. 
Cla. Oh,if you loue my brother hate rot|me, 

I am his brother and I loue him well : 

If you be hire for necde goe backe againe, 

AndI will {end you to my brother Gloceſter, 

W ho will reward you better for my life, | 

Then Eqaward will for tydings of my deach. 


2. You are deccjued your brother Gloceſter hates you- 


Cla, Ol, no,he loues mee and he holds me deare, 
Goyou to him fram me. Ah 

Am.1 ſowe will. 

Ca. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 
Bleſt his three ſonnes with bis vicorious arme : 
Andehargd ys from his ſoule to loue cach other, 

He little thought cf this diuided friend(hip. 
Bid Gloceſter thinke on this and hee will weepe, 
eAm. | miiſtones, 3s he leſloned vs to weepe, 
Cla.O, doe rot flaunder h:m for he is kind, 

1. Right as ſnow in harveſt, thou deceiuclt thy ſelfe, 

Tis hee that ſent ys hither now to murder thee, 

Cla.]t cannot be: for when Iparted with him 
He hugd mein his armes,and ſwore with {obs 
Thar he would labour my delivery. 

2. Why ſo he doth, now he delivers thee 
From this worlds thrauldome: to the ioyes of heauen, 

x. make peace with Gcd , for you muſt die my Lord, 

Cla. Halt chou that holy feeling in thy ſoule, 
To counſell mee tro make my peace with God, 
An\ art thou yer to thy owne ſoule ſo blind, 
That thou wilt war with God,for mnrdring me 2 
Ah ſus conſider he that ſet you on. Sr 
To doc this deede, will hate you fol this decde, 


2, What 
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of Richard the Third. 


2. What ſhall we doe ? 
* Cla. Relent,and ſaue your ſouls. 
7. Relent, tis cowardly, and womaniſh, 
Cla. Not to relent, is beaſtly,fauage, and diucliſh. 
My friends I ſpie ſome pirty in yous lookes ; 
Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 
Comethcu one my fide and intreete for me : 
A begging Prinee what beggar pitties not ? 


r. I thus, and thus : ifthis will not lerue, Ze /ftebs him. 


Ile chop theein the mal eſey But inthe next roome. 

2.4 bloocy deed and deſperatly perſformd, \ 
Hcew faine would 1 like Pdate waſh my hand, 
Ofthis moſt —_—_— guilty rurder done, 

1. W hy doeſt thou not helpe me? | 
By heauen the Duke ſhall know how {l1cke thou art, 
2-1 would he knew that I had ſaued his brother, 

Take thou the fce and tell him whatI fay, 


For | repent me that the Duke is flaine, Ext 


1. So donotT, goe coward as thou att. 
Now muſt I hide his body in ſome hole, 
Vnr1ill the Duke take order for his burial : 
And when I haue my meed I muſt away, 
Fo: tl.is will our, and here I muſt nor ſtay, E xeant. 
Enter King, Queene, Haitings, Riners, tc. 


K1rg.So now I haue done agood dayes worke, 
Your Peares continue the vnited league, = 


T euery day expect an Embaſlage 

From my Redeemer,to redeeme me hence : / 
And now in peace my ſoule ſhall part to lieauen, | 
Since I have fer my friends at peace on carth : | 
Riuers and Hafting,take each others hand, | 
Diſemble not your hatred, ſweare your loue, 

Ri, By heauen my heartis purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I ſeale my true hearts loue. 

Haf#F. So thriue I as I fweare the like. ; 

King, Take heede yaudally not before your King, 
Leaſt he chat is the ſupreame King of Kings, | 
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of yonto bee the others end, 
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The Trageatie | 
Hafe. So proſperT, as I ſweare perfet loue. 
Ri, And TasI !oue Haſtings with my keatt. 
Xm, M:dCam,your feife is rot exempr in this, 
Nor your fonne Dor/er, Buckinghars, r.or you, 
Tou haueb«cnefaRious one againſt the other: | 
Wite, tous Lord 114/tings, let bim kiffe your hand, 
And what you doe, do it vafainedly, | 
Ver. Hcere Haſtmgs, Iwill neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive I and mine. | 
Dor. Thus encerchange of loue, I here proteſt, 
Vpon my part ſhall be ynuiolable, | 
Ha. And foI ſweare my Lord. | 
K1, Now princely Backingham ſcale yp this league, 
Withthy embracementto my wines allies, | 
And make mchapy in his vnity. | 
Buc, When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you,or yours,bur with all dutious loue | 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh mee 
With hate, in thoſe where I expect moſt loue,] 
When I haue moſt neede to imploy a friend. | 
And moſt aſſuredthat ke is a friend, | 
Dcepe,hollow,trecherous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me : This doe I begge of God, 
WhenlI am cold in zeale to you or yours, {| 
Kt, A pleafiog cordiall princely Buckinghaw, 
Is this thy vow ynto my lickly heart - | 
There wanteth now our brother G/ocefter here, 
ro make the perfeQ period of thispeace, | 
Emer Gloceſter. | 
Buc. And in good time heere comes the noble Duke, 
Glo. Good marrow to my ſoueraigne King and Queene, 
And princely peares, a happy time of day. | 
Kiv. Happy indeede as wee haue ſpent the day, 
Brother wec haue done deeds of charity: 
| Madepeace of emnity, faire loue of hare, 
Betweene theſe ſwelling wrong inſcenſed peeres, 
Glo, A bleſſed labour meſt ſoueraignelicge, 
"Amongſt this princely heape, ifany here 
By falſe intcligence , or wrong lurmile, RR | 
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of Richard the Thixd. 


Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingly orin my rage, 
Haue thought committed thar is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, I deſire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 
Tis death to meeto be at emnity, 
] hate it and deſire all good mens loue, ; 
Firſt Maddam TI intreat peace of you, 
Which I purchace with my dutious ſeruice. 
Of you my noblecouſen Buckinghavy, 
Ifeuer any grudge were lod 'gd betweene ys, 
Ofyou my Lord Riwers, and Lord Gray of you, 
Ther a!l wir hout deſert haye fround on me, 
Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentilemen,indeed of all - 
] do not know that Engliſbman alive, 
With whome my ſoule is avy. iotte at oddes, 
More thenthe inſant that is borne xo night : 
] thanke my God for my humility, 
Os. A holy day ſhall this be kept heereafter, 
I would to Godall ftrife were well compounded, 
My pra, leige Ido beſcech your maieſty 
To take our brother {{{erence, to your grace. 
Gle. Why Maddam,have Joffered loue for this, 
To be thus ſcornd in this royall preſence? 
Who knowes not thatthenoble Duke is dead ? 
You doe him injury to ſcorne his coarſe. (he is? - Ag 
Ri. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes . ; 
Os. All ſeeing heauen, what a world is this? 
Buc. Looke I ſo pale Lord Dorſet as the reft ? 
Dar.I my good Lefd and neone in this preſence | 
But his red colour hath forſooke his cheekes. , 
Kin, Is Clarence dead ? the order was. reucrſt, 
Gle. But He pooreſoule by our firſt order dide, 
And that a winged Mercury did bcare, 
Sometardy criple bore the couutermaund, __ 
That came too laggeto ſee him buried -. 
God graunt that ſomeleſſe noble and lefſeloyall,” 
Neerer in bloody thoughts, bur not in blood : 
Delerue not worſe then wretched Clertuce did, | 
Aad yet goe curramt fromſuſpition. , _—_— 
: Dar, 
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| The Tragidie 
Ny, Aboqne (inv ſourraiene) for iny ſeciice dong, 
vs Ip avinte re-ce my foulets fitll of forow, 
3241.1 will not rite vnlef]e your highne@e pravet, 
Jr. Fhenſpeakt atonce what its thon demandcſt ? 
D.;. lhe fortcir{ſounaigne) of my ſervants life, 
\Wiz fl-w to diy a ryotons pentleman 
Laccly attencing 0:10 theDake of Nerfolke. 
Kin, Havel a Tongue to doome my brothers death, 
And ſhall the ſame viue pardone to aſlaue; 
My brother fl-w no man hisfaqle was thought, 
A nd yet his puniſhment was cruelt death, 
Who ſued to me forhitn ? who'in my rage, 
Kneeled at my feete and bad me be aduiſde? 
Who ſpake of brother-hoed whoof loue? 
\V ho to!d me how the poore ſoule did forlake 
The mighty Yarwicke, and did fight forme? 
Who told me in the field at Tewxbury, ” 
Wh:n Oxford had medowne hereſcued me, | 
And fayd dexre brother line and'bea' King-? p 
Who to!d me wheftt we both tay ivrhe field), 
Frozen almolt to death, how he lappe me, 
Euen in his owne 2rmes, and gauc himſelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb could night? | 
 Allthis from my-remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfuliy plucktgndnota' manef you | 
Had ſoruch grace to put.it in my minde. | 
Bur when your carters or your wayting vaſſailes 
Haue dene adrunken flaughter, and defac'd | 
The precious Image of our deareredeemer, | 
You ftraight are one your knees for pardon, pardon, 
And I vnuſtly roo,muſt graunt it you. # 
But for my brother not a man would ſpeake, 
Nor I (vngratious )ſpeake ynto my ſelfe, | 
For him poore ſoule : the proudeſt one you all 
Haue bcene beholdihg to him in bis lifes | 
Yet none of you would once pleade for his life : 
Oh God] feare thy Iuſtice will rake holde 
On me,and you,and mine, and yours for this. | (Exits 
Come Haſtings helpe mee to my cloſet, oh poore cage 
| lo. 
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of Richaid the Th1rd, 


Go, This 18 the fruit of rawneſle ; marke you not. 
ow that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 
Look: pale when they did heare of Clarence death: 
Oh, they did vrge it (till ynto the King, 
God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Excaut. 
Enter Datches of Yorke, with Clarence Children. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dar. No Boy. | | (breaſt ? 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 

Andcrie, Oh {larence my vahappy ſonne ? 

Girle. Why doe you looke on ys and ſhake your head ? 

And call ys wretched, Orphanes, caſtawaies, 
If that our noble father be aliue ? 

D#t. My pritty Coſens you miſtake me much, 

I dolament the fickneffle of the King - 
ASloth to looſe him now your fathers dead : 
It were loft labour to weepe for one that's loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my vncle is too blame for this - 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayersall to thateffeR. 

Dat. Peace children peace,the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and ſhallow inocents, , 
You cannot gefſe who cauſed your fathers deatn. 

Boy. Granam, we can: for my good Vncle Glocefter 
Told -me,the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuis'd impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my cheekes, 
And bad merelie on him as one my father, 

And he wonld loue me deaicly as hischilde. 

Dat. Oh that deceite ſhould Reale ſuch gentle ſhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

Heis my ſonne, yea and therein my ſhame : 

Yet from my dugs he drew nct this deceite. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did diflemble,Granam ? 

D nt. IBoy. | 

Boy. Icannot thinke it harke,ywhat noyſc is this ? 
| E Enter 


711e Trapeate 
Enter tha Querne- | 
a \Wao hl kinder me to waile and weepe, 
To chide my forwune,and torment my lelfe ? 
Tie toyne with þlacke ceſpaireagaintt my ſelfe, 
And ro my {c:;te become an enemy. 
Dr: What meanes this ſeeane of rude jmpatience? 
O#. To make an act of tragicke violence, 
F.awara, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead, 
Why grow the branches, now the roo is witherd 
iy witherno: the leaues,the fap berg gone ? 
I{you will lus, 1ament : if die be briete : 
inatourſwift winged ſoules may catch the Kings, 
Or ikke oberient ſubiects, follow bim 
1ohis new kingdoine of perpetuail rcſt, 
Dat. Ah to much interctt have I inchy ſorrow, 
\.>Tiad tide in my noble husband : 
] 2110 pewept a worchy husbands death, 
And 111.4 oy looking on his image: 
But now two mirrours of his Princely ſemblance, -» 
Are crakt in pecces by malignant death, 
And [ for comfort haue but one falſc plaſſe, 
Whichgrecucs me whenl fee my ſhame in hin), 
Taou arta widow yer thouarta morker, 
And naſt the commiort afrhy childien leſtihee : 
Bur Geatn hath frateht my childreafrom maine #rincs, 
Anapiucttwo crutciies from my feeble jimmes, 
E award, and (Clarence, O what cauſe have l 
Then, being but moiry of my ſeife, 
To overgo thy plaints and drowne thy cries c 
Boy, Good aunt, you weepr not{or my fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindteds teares ? 
Gerl, Our fathe:leſe diſtiefſe was lefr vamoand, 
Your widowes do!ours hikewiſc be vnwept, 
Qzx. Giue me no helpe in lamentation, 
I amnot barren to bring foorth laments, | 
All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That Ibcing goucrnd by the watry moone, | 


May ſend foorth plenteous teares to drowne the world : 


- Oh my huzbang for my heixe Lord Eavara, 


| 


| A wbo, 


of Rickard fe Thirg, 


eAmbo, Dh for our father fer our deare Lord {arence, 
Dart. Alasforbeth, both mine Edward and Clarence, 
On. What ſtay had I but Edward, and is hegone ? 
Ambo. What tay had we but Clarerce, and is he gone? 
D ut.Whar ay had 1 bur they and they are gone ? 
Oz. V/1seuer widow,had ſo deare a loſe: 
Ambo. "Vas ener Orphanes had ſodeere a loſe ? 
Dat. Vas euer mother had a dearer loſſe 
Alas Iam the mother of theſe moanes, 
Their woes are parceld, mine are general; : 
She for Edward weepes, and ſodoT : 
I for a {/arerce weepe, ſo doth not ſhe : 
Thele babes for Clarence weepe and ſo Lo] : 
I for an Eaward weepe, and ſodoethey, 
Alas, you three on methree-fould diftreſt, 
Powreall yourteares, Iam your ſorrowes nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Gloceſter 
; Glo, Maddam have comfort, aliofvs haue cauſe with others 
To waile the dimming of cur ſhining (tarre : 
But cone can cure their harimes by wailing them, 
Maddam my motnerI doe cry you mercy, 
I did not {ce your Grace, humbly cn iny knee 
I craue your bleſſing. 
Dat. God bleſſe thee , and put meekenefle inthy minde, 
Love, charity, obcience, and truc duty, | 
Glo, Amen, niake me to dit a good old man : 
Thatsthe butt ena of my mothers bleſſing, 


Tmaruaile why her grace did leaue it out? 


Buc. You cloudy Princes, and heart ſorrowing Peares, 
That beare this mutuall heauy loade of moane, 
Now cheare each others ineach others loue : 
Though we have ſpent our haruelſt for this King, 
Wearetoreape the haruelt of his fonne : 
The broken rancour of your high ſwolne hearts, 
But laftly (plinted,knir, and joynd together, 
Muſt preatiy be preſeru'd, cheriſht, and kept, 
Me ſeemeth good that with'ſome Iur'e traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetch 
Hitherto London to be cround our King, 
| «WÞ-. (3:0, 


4 | TY - 


mm 


BEE oa» Io ev re . 


The Tragedie 


Glo, Then be it ſo + and goe weeto determine 
who they ſhall be that Rraight ſhall poſt to Ludlow? 
M addam and you my thother will you poe, | 
To giue your ſeoſures in this weighty buſineſſe, 
Anſ.With all our hearts, Breant manet Glo, Buck, 
Bac. My Lord,who cuer Tourneyes tothe Prince, 
For Gods ſake [ct not vs two be behinde ; 
For by the way Ile fort eccaſion, 
As in4ex to the tory we lately talkt off, 
To par: the Queenes proud kindred from the King, 
Glo, My other ſel'e,my counſels confittory | 
My Oracle, my propnet, my deere Cofen: [ *| 
I like -a child will goe by thy dire&tion: {| 
Towards Ludlow then for we will not ftay b:hinde, Exir, 
Enter two Citizens. | 
, Netg:bour well met, whither away fo faft 
. I promiſe you, I ſcarcely know my ſelfe, 
. Heare you the newes abroad ? | 
. I, that the King is dead. : 
1. Bat newes birlady,ſeldome comes better, 
I feare,I teare twill prooue a troubleſome world, Entgr 4no- 
3. Cit, Good morrow neighbours, 
Doth this newes hould of good King Edwards death ? 
Ts I: doth. 2.The1 maſters looke to ſex atroublouz worid, 
,No.no, by Go1s grace his ſo:1ne ſhill raizne. 
. Wo to that land thats gonernd by a childe, 
. In him there is hope of gouernment, 
That ia his fonage , counſell ynder h'm, 
Aad in his full rijened yeares, him{elfe, 
No doubt ſhailthen, and tiil then gouerne well, 
1. Softeod ths cafs when Harry the fixt 
* was crowad at Paris, but at nine moneths old. 
2.5tool the ſtate ſo; no good my friend not ſo, 
For then this Iand was famouſly in ichr 
With politicke graue counſel] : then the King 
Had ycreuous Vncles to protect his Grace, 
2. So hath this,both by the father and mother, 
2. Better it were they all came by the father, 
Ocby the father chere were none at all : 
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For emulation now,who ſhall be earneſt, 
Which touch vs all too neere if God prevent noe 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of G/ocefter, 
And the Queenes kindred haughtie and proude, 
And werethey to be rulde,and not rule, 
T his fickly land might ſolace as beſore. 
2. Come,come, we feare the worſt all ſhall be well, 
3+ When clouds appeare, wiſe men put one their clokes, 
When greate leaues fall, the winter is at hand: 
When the ſunne ſets who doth not looke for night ? 
Vnimely ttormes make them expe&t a dearth : 
All men be well: bur if God fort it ſo, 
Tis morethen we deſerue, orTexpeR, 
I. 7ruly the ſoules of mcn are full of dread : 
Yea cannot almoſt reaſon with a man 
Thatlookes not heauy and full of feare, 
3+ Bcforethe time of change, ill is it ſo - 
By adeuine inftin& mey3 mindes miſtruſt 
Enſuing davgers as by proofe we ſee, 
The waters ſwell before a boyſtrous ſtorme : 
But leaue it all ro God: whether away ? 
2, Weare fent for to the Juſtice. 
3. end ſo was I,ile beare you company. Exennt 
Enter Cardinals, Datches of Torke, Qu. young Yorke, 
Car, Laſt night I heare they lay at Nothamprton, 
Ar Rtony-ſttat-ford will they be tonight, 
To morrow of next day will they be heare, 
Det.1 long with all my heart to ſce the Prince, 
I hope he is much growne fince laſt I ſaw bim. 
Qs, But I heere no they ſay my ſonune of Yorke 
Hath ouertane him in growth, 
Yor, I mNther, but I would not have it ſo. 
Dat. Why my yong couſen it is good to grow. 
Yor, Granam, onnight as we did fit at ſupper, 
My vncle R:er; talkr how I did grow 
More then my bro:h-r,1 quoth my Vncle Go. 
Small carbs hauc race, great weeds grow a PACE 3 
And fince n= thhiaks t © 11 n vt grow ſofaſt, 
Becauſe frvects Is. ; + and weedes make haſt, 
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Dt, Good Faith, 080.1 faith : the t79ing d1d not ;zol.}, 
In him that did abicdt the ſamero thee : 
Flow the wretchedlt thing when he was young, 
So long 18794 ig ard lolcaturely, 


- Thatif this were a rule be (haul be gracictt3s 


Car, Why M:ddam, {o no doubt be 1s. 
Ds#:,1 hope fo ton Gut ver let mothe:3-doubr, 
Yor, Now by my croth it I 52d beene rerzembred, 


T could hang given my Vncles grace a flour, (M19! 


That ſhould have neerer touch: his erowrh then he did 
Dmr.How my pretty Torkz :T pray thee let mc heare ic, 
Yor, Marry they fay,that my Vzcie arew lolait, 

7 hat he could gnavw a cruſt 3t two houres old , 

T was fulltwo yeares ere I could peta tooth. 

Grznam, this would have beene apritty icſt, 

Dut, 1 pray thee pretty Torke, who told thee ſo 2 

Yor, Granam, his Nurte. 

Daut,Why, ſhe was dead ere thou wert borne, 

Yor, It twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 

Ou. eApailous boy : gotoo thou art too ſhrewd, 
Car. Good Maddam be not angry withthe child. 

Os. Pitchers hath cares, Enter Dorſe! 
{ar. Hcere comes your ſonne, Lord Marques Dor ſer, 

What newes Lord Marques? 

Dor. Suchnewes my Lord, asgriues me to yntold, 
Os, How fares the Prince ? 

Dor, Well Madam, and in health : 

Dut, What is the newes then? 
Dor ],ord Riwers,and Lord Gray,are ſent to Pomſret, 

With them Sir Thomas YVawughny, priſoners, 

Dat. Who hath committcd rhem ? 

Dor. The Mighty Dukes Gloceſter and Buckingham, 

Car, For what offence ? | 

Dor. The ſurme of all I can, I haue diſcloſed -- 
Why or for what theſe Nobles were committed, 
I1sall vuknowneto me, my gracious Lady- 

On.Ay me, I ſee the downefall of our Houle, 

The Tiger now hath ſcaze the gentle Hinde ; 
frſjulting tyrany begios to ier, 
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of Richard the Third, 


Vponthe innocent and lawleſſe throane : 
Wclcome deſtruction, death and maſſacre, 
I ſee asin a Mappe the end of all, 
Dat. Accurſedand vnquiet wrangling daics, 
How mary of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 
My husband lott his life to get the crowne, 
And often vp and downe my ſonnes were toft, 
For me to ioy and weepe their gaine andlofle, 
Ard bcing ſeated, and domeſticke broyics 
Cleane eucrblowne, themſciues the conquerous, 
Make war vpon themfclues,blood againſt blood, 
Selfe againſt ſelfe, O prepoſterous 
And frankticke outrage,end thy damned {pleene, 
Or let me die tolooke on death no more, 
On. Come,come, my boy, we will to Sanctuary; 
Dnt. Ile got along with you. 
' 04. You baueno cauſe, 
Car. My gracious Lady,fo. 
And thither beare your treaſure and your goods, 
For my part, [le refigne vnto your grace, 
The Scalc ] keepe, and ſobetideto me, 
As well I renter you,and ail yours : : 
Come le congutt you to the SanAuary, Exennt, 
The Trumpe's ſound Enter young prince, Duke of 
G locejier,and Buckingham, ( ardinall,>6, 
B xc 'Xelcome ſweete Prince to Loadon to your chamber, 
Cle. Welcome ſweete Colen my thoughts ſaurraigne : 
The wary way hath made you melancholy. 
 Prm, No Vacle,but our crofſes one the way. 
Haue made it tedious, weariſome and heauy , 
] want more Vncles heere to welcome me : | 
Go, Sweete Prince, the ymainted vertue of your yeares, 
Haue not yet dived into the worlds deceit t 
N or more,can you diftioguiſh of a man, 
Ten of his outward ſh2w, which God he knowes, 
Seidome or neuzr inmpech with the heart: 
Tnoſe vacies which you want were dangerous, 
Your grace attended to their ſuzred words, 
But looke nat on the poyſon of their heares ; 
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4 The Tragedie 
Cog krone you from them and trom ſich falle triends, 
Prin God keepe me from tale friends, but they were none. 
G/o, My Lord.the Miior of London comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Alaire. (caics, 
L2,AT. Cid biifſe your Grace, with tealth and happy 
Prir, Fternke yeu good my Lord, and thanke you al!. 
I ih- 119) t my mother, and my brother 7orke, 
Woui!!engcte this haue met vs on the way - 
Fie what a {Jug is Haſtings that he comes not 
To teli vs whether they will comeorno, Enter L. Haſt. 
Bec. Ardin good time heere comes the {wearing Lord, 
Prin, Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come ? 
Faft, On what occaſion God he knowes notT : 
The Queene, your mother, and your brother Torks 
Haue taken SanQtuary : The tender Prince: 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace : 
Bue by his mother was perforce with-held. 
Bac, Fic, whatan indireRand peeuiſh courſe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſwade the Queene to ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely brother preſently ? 
If ſhedeny, Lord Haſtings goe withthem, 
And from her jealous armes plucke him perforce. 
Car. My Lo.ot Backingham,it my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon expect him heere : butif ſhe be obdurate 
To milde intreaties, God forbid 
We ſnould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blefſed SanRuary:not for a'l this Land, 
Would [ be guilty of fo greata finne, 
Buc. You aretoo ſenceleſle obſtinate my Lord, 
Tooceremonius and Traditional! : 
Weigh it but with the greatneſle of his age, 
You breake not SanRuuary in ſeazing him : 
The benefiz thereofis alwayes granted 
Tothoſe whoſe dealings haue deſerued theplace, 
And thoſe who haue th: wit toclaime the place. 
This Prince hath neither claimed ir,nor deſerued ic, 
And therefore in minc opinion cannot haue it, 
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of Richaid the Third, 
Then take him from thence that is not there, 
You breake ho priuiledge nor charter there : 
Oft haue I heard of SanAuaay men, 
Bur fanQtuary children neue: till now. 
Car. My Lord, you ſhall ouer-rule my mind for once ? 
Come one Lord Heftings,will you goe with me? 
Flap. 1 goe my Lord. Eaxite Car.cr Hap. 
Prin, Good Lords rhake all the ſpeedy haft you may : 
Say Vncle Gleceſter, if our brother come, 
Where ſhall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 
Gle. Where it thiakſt beſt ynto your royall ſelfe ; 
If I may counſell you ſome day or two : 
Yourhighnoſle ——_—_— you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleaſe as ſhall be thought moſt fic 
For your beft health and recre2tion. 
Prin, 1 doc net like the Tower of any place, 
Did /ullins Caſer build that place my Lord? 
Bac. He did my gracious Lord beginthat place, 
Which fince ſuccedivg ages hauerediefied. 
Prin. Isit ypon record or clſc reported 6 
Succeſhuely from age to age hee builr ic? 
Bac. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 
Prim. But ſay my Lord it werenot regifterd, 
Me thinkes the truch ſhould live from age to age, 
As twere retaild co all poſteritie, 
Euen to the generall ending day. 
Glo, So wile, ſo young,they ſay doneuerliuelong. 
Prin, What ſay you Vncle? 
Gle.] ſay with out CaraQers fame liues long - 
Thar like the formall vice, iniquity, 
I moralize two meanings in one word- 
Prin. That Iwulius Ceſer was a famous man, 
With what his valour did inrich his wic, 
His wit ſet downe to make his yalour live: - 
Death makes no conqueſt of his conquerour, 
For now he lives in fame, though notin life : 
le tell you what my Couſen Buckingbans, 
Buc. What my gracious Lord? 


Prin, And if 1 live vaull I be a wan. n | 
« 
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Tle winne our ancient right in France againe, 
Or dye a fouldicr as I liu'd a King, 


Go. Short ſommers lightly haue a forward fpring, 
Enter young Yorke, Haſtmg 5,Caramall, 


Buc. Now ingood citne, heere comes the Duke of Yoyke, 
Prin Richard of Torke how fares our noble brother : 


Yor, Well my deatc Lord : fo muſt [ cal! you now, 
Prin. | brother to our griefe, as it is yours : 
Toolate bee died thar might haue kept this title, 
Which by his death hath ſoft much maiefty, 
Go. How fanes our couſennoble Lo, of Y orve. 
Yor. | thanke you gentile yncie; O iny Lord, 
You ſaid thiat 1d'e weeds are faſt in growth 
The Prince my brother hath out growne me farre, 
Glo, He hath my Lord, 
Yor, and theretore is be idle ? 
Glo Oh my faire couſen | muſt not fay ſo, 
Yor, Thenhe is more beholding toyon then I, 
Glo, He may command me as my toueraigne, 
Bur you haue power in me as ina kinſman, 
Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this daggrr. 
G10, My dagger little couſen with all my heart.” 
Prm, A begger brother ? | | 
Yor. Ot my kind vncle that I know will give 
4nd being buta roy which is no gift, co giue. 
G0, A greater giitthen that Te gue my coulen, 
or, Apgreater gift, O'thats the ſword too it, 
Go, I gentle couſen were it light enough... 
7 07:0 then T ſee you will part bur with light gifts, 
In weightier things youle ſay a begegr nay. 
Glo. It 15, to weiphty for your grace to weare. 
Yor 1 weigh it lightly were it heavier. | 
Glo.Whar would you have my weapon little Lo. 


Yor,] would that | might thanke you as you call me 


Glo, How ? Tor, Little. 
Prin. My L. of Yorke will ſtill bee croffe in talke : 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 


Yor, You meane to beare me, not to beare with me; 


Vucle,my brother mockes both you and me, 


Becauſe _ 
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Becauſe that T ara little like ahiJpe., i oli 51 
He thinkes that you ſhould bearemeene your ſhotildars, .* 
Bec. With what a ſharpe prouided wit hee reaſons, + - 


To mitigatethe ſcorne hee giue his ynele, © .  ; 
Hepretely and aptly taunts himſelſe : Tr 
So cunning and fo young is wonderfull, . ;- 
Glo. My Lo. wilt pleaſe you paſſe along? 
My ſelfe and my good couſen Buckmghaws, 
Will to your mother, to intrear of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and'welcomeyou.--..- 

Y or.Whar will yongoc vntothe Tower my Lord? 

Prin,My Lord proteQtor will haue ito. 

Yor. 1 ſhall nocflcepe m quiet at the Tower, 

Glo. Why what ſhould pyoufeare? _ F 

Tor.Marry my vncle Clarence angry gheſt : 

My Granam told me he was murdred there, 

Prin, I teare no yncles dead, 

Glo.Nor none that liue,T hope. - 

Prin, Andif they liue, | hope I neede not feare, 
But come my L.with a heauy heart , Ts 
Thinking on them,goe I vytothe Tower.., *; 

Excunt, Prm,Yor, H4/t, Dor.manet ,Biſh,Buc. 

Bzc. Thinke you my Lo, this little prating Yorke, 

Was not incenced by his ſubtile mother, 
To taunt and ſcorne you thus opprebriouſly ? | 
G!o. No doubt, nodoubt, O tis a perilous boy, op 
Bold,quicke, ingenious, forward,capable, | 'f 
He is all the mothers from the top to the toe, 
Buc, Well letthem reſt : come hither Catesby, | 


I _ 
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Thou art {worne as deeply tocffect what weintend, | 
As cloſely to conceale what we impatt. | 
Thou knoweſt our reaſons vrgde vpon the way : | 


What thinkeſt thou,is it aot ancaſic matter 

To make iam L. Haſtings of our minde, | | 

For the infta!ment of this noble Duke, 

In the ſeate coyall of this famoi:s [le ? 
Cat, He for his fathers ſake ſoloues the Prince, 

That he willnotbe wone to ought againſt him. 

' Bae, What thinkeſt thou then cf Stanley , what will he ? 
| ; G4. 
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Cat. He will doe all in all as J#«fings doth, 

Bac. Well thett no moce but this : 
Go gentle {aterby,and as i: were 2 farre off, 
Sound Lord Haftmg;how he ſtands affcttcd 
Vno our purpoſe, [t he be willing, 
Encourage him and ſhew him all our reafons - 
If he b+ lexden, Icte, cold, yawilling, 
Be thou ſo tos : and ſo breake off your talke, + 
And giue ysnotice of his inclination, 
For we to morr@whvld deuided counſels, 
Wherein thy elſe ſhah tughly be'employed, 

Glo. Commend me to Lo. Williaw: tellhim (ate:by 


His ancient kn»tof dangerous aduerfat ics 


To morow are let blood at Pamfrer Calle, | 
And bid my friends for ioy efthis good newes, 
Giue gentile Mis Share one genrile-kifterhe wore. 

. Buc, GooJ Caterby fic this buſſineſle ſoundly. 

Cr. My good Lords beth : with al:the heede I may. 
Glo, Shall wee heere from you Ceterby cre wee fleepe? 
Cat. You ſhall my Lord, . Exit Cateiby. 
Glo. At Cresby place,there ſhall you finde vs both, 

Buc. Now my Lord what ſhall we doeif we perceiue 
Iiliam Lord H s//uogs willnot yeeld to eur complors? 

Glo. Chop off his 1:ad man, fomewhar we wil! doe, 
Andlooke when! am King, clatme thou of mee 
The Earledome of Herfordand the mooucables, 
Whereof the King my brother food pofleſt, 

Buc.Tle claime that promiſe at your hands, 

Glo. And Jooke to haue it yealded with willingnefle, 
Come let ys ſup berimes, that afterwards 
we may digeft our complots in ſome forme. Exeunt. 

Enter a meſenger ts Lord Haſtmgs. 

Heſſ. What ho my Lord. - | 

Haft. Who knocks at the doore ? 

Adcſſ, A meſſenger from the Lord Steviey, Emter Lo. Hs, 

Heſt. Whats aclocke ? 

AMcfponthe firoke of foure. 

Haft. Cannot thy mafter ſlcepe the tedious nights ? 

HMef.S9 it ſhould ſeeme by thas I haue to fay : _ 

at 


of Richard the Third. 
| ——— —— 
Firſt he commends him te your noble Lordſhip. * 
Haft. And then. Meſ. And then he ſends you word, 
He dreamt to night, the Boare had caſt his helme : 
Beſides he ſayes, there are two counſe!s held, 
A nd that many be determined atthe one, 
Which may make you and him torew atthe other, 
Therefore he ſends toknow your Lordfhips pleaſure 
If preſently you will take horſe with him, 
Aod withall ſpecdy poſt into the North, 
To ſhun the danger thathis ſoulediuines, 
Heſt. Good fellow goe returne yatomy Lord; 
Bid him not feare the ſeparated counſcls- 
H1s honour and my fell arc at the one, 
And atthe other is my ſeruant Catesby : 
Where nothing can proceede that toucheth ys, 
Whereof I ſhall not haue intelligence. 
Teli him his feares are ſhallow wanting inſtancy. 
And for lis dreames I wonder heis ſo fond, 
To truſt the mockery ef yaquiet flumbers, 
To flie the B 2are hetfore the Boare perſaes ys, 
Were to incence the Boareto follow vs, 
And make purſuite where he did meane to chaſe : 
Go bid thy maſter riſe and come tome, 
And wee will both together to the Tower, - 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boare will vſe vs kindly, 
Aeſ, My gracious Kord Ile tell him what you ſay, Exit. 
Enter ( atesby to Lord Haſtings, 
Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lord. 
Haf. Good morrow Catesby : you areearly ſtirring, 
What newes, what newes,in this our tettering ſtate? 
(4. itixa recliag world indeede my Lord, 
And I beleeve twill never Rand vprighe 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Re[me. 
i Heſi, Who? weare the Garland ? doeft thou meane the 


Ce. I my good Lord. (Crowne? 
Heft. llc haue this crowne of mine, cut from my fhoul- 
EreI will ſee the crowne ſo foule miſplaſte : (ders, 


But canſt thou gefſe that he doth aymear it ? 
Car. Vpon my life my L. and hopes to finde you forward 
ny pen 


CT ———  —— — ——— — — — ————— — — — —  — — __———_——____O—_——_ 


W 


The Tragjaie | 
Voon his party for the gaine there of, 5 X 
And therevpon he ſends you this good newes: | 
That this ſame very day, your enemies, | 
ie kindred of rhe Queene, mult dic at Pomfrer, , 
H aſt. Indeede I am nomcurner for this newes, 
B:cauſe they have beene (tz{l mine encnnes ; 
Quit char Ne giue my voyce on Richards fide, | 
To barre my maſters heires in true diſent, | 
Gol knewesI will nor do it to the death. 
Car. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious minde, 
Hajt.Burt I ſhall laugh at this a ewelmonth hence, 
Thar they who brought me to my maſters hate, 
[ live to looke vpon their tragedy: 
I tell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord ? 
Haſ?. Fre a Fort-night make me elder, 
Ile ſend tome packing that yetthinke ner oneir, 
Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men arevnprepard, and Jooke not for it. 
#2aſt, © monſtrous, menſtreus, and ſo fals it out 
With Reuers,aughan,Gray, and ſo twill doo 
\With ſome men else,who thinke themſclues as ſafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowſt are deare 
To Princely Richard, and to Backmghary. 
Cat. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his head ypon the bridge. 
Haft.] know they doe and Ihaue well acſerucd it. 
Enter Lord Stanl.y. 
What my L. where is yout Boare-ſpeare man ? 
Feare you the Boare, and goe you fo voprouided ? 
Stan.My L-good morrow* good morrow Catsby: 
Yeu may icft one, but by the holy Roode, 
1 doe not like theſe ſeuerall counſels T. | 
Haſt. My L.1 hoid my life as deatc as you doe yours, 
And ncucr in my life I doe proteſt, 
Was it more precious to me then it is now, 
Thinke you bur that] know.our fare ſecure, 
1 would be ſo triumphant as, I am ? 
Star. The Lords of Popfrer when they rode from Londoy, 
Weie jocund, and ſuppoſde theix Raxes was ſure, __ 


And 


———— 
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of Richard the Third, 


And indeede had no cauſe to miſtruſt - 
But yet you ſee how ſoone the cay orecaf?, 
. This ſuddaen ſcab of rancor I miſdoubtr, 
Pray God [ ſay, I proue aneedicfle coward, 
But come my Lord ſhall we tothe Tower ? 
Haſt, I go: but Bay, heare you not the newes ? 
This day thote men you talke cf are beheaded. 
Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then ſom: tha! baue accuſed them weare their hats : 
Bar corre my L. let vs away. Exit. L, Stanley, & Cat. 
H«5. Go ycu before Ile follow preſently, | 
Enter Hoſtings a Purſinavt, 
Heoft. Well met Hafemgs.how goes the world with thee ? 
Pur, The better that it pleaſe your good Lordſhip to 85k? 
Faſt. I tell thee fellow,tis better with me now, 
Then when I met thee laſt where now wee meete 
Then was Tgoing priſcner to the Tower, 
By the ſugveſtion of the Queenes alies : 
Butnow I tell thee (keepe ir tothy lelfe) 
eis day thoſe enemyes are put todeath, 
Ard I inbetter ſtatethen ever 1 was, 
Pur. Gedtolditto your Henours gocd content, 
H</ft. Gramercy Haſtings, hold ſperd thou that. 
He gies bi» bus parſe, 
Pur. God {zue your Lordſhip, Exit. Pur, Enter 4 Prief. 
Hit. What Sir /obn,you are well met: 
{am beholdivg to you for your laſt dayes exerciſe : 
Come the next Sabboth,and | will content you. He whiſpers 
Enter Buckingham. (im his eare. 
Bac. How now Lord Chamberlaine , what talking with a 
Yourfriends at Pomfres they doe need the Prieſt, (ptielt. 
Your Honour hath no ſtriving worke in hand. | 
Haſt.Geodfaiih, and when [ metthis holy man, 
Thote men you talke of, eame into my minde : 
What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 
Buc. 1 do, buc long I Nall not ſtay, 
I ſhall recurne before your Lordihip thence, 
Hafi. Tis like enough for I tay dinner there. 
Buc, And ſupper too although toou knowseſt it not : 
Ss oo ks Come 


. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Then Iof yours : nor I no more of tus, then you of mine, 


The Tragea)e 
Come ſhall wee goe along > | | 
Enter Sir Rickard Rathffa with the Lord Rivers 
Gray and Vaughan, prijoners, | 


Rat. Come bring for h the priſoners. 
Rew. Sir Richard Rathffe,let me tell thee this ? 


— Today thou ſhalt be hold a ſubie& die, 


For truth for duty and for loyalcy. | 
Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you : 
A knot you arc of damned blood-ſuckers. 
Rin, O Pomifret, Pomfret. O thou bloody priſon, 
Fatall and ominous to noble Peares : | 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy walles | 
Richard the ſecond heere was hackt to death: 
And for moreſlaunder to thy diſmall foule, 
We giue thee yp our guililefle blood to drinke- 
Gray, Now Marprets curſe it falne ypou |our heads, 
For tanding by,when Richard (tabd her ſonne. 
&in, Tnea curſt ſhe Haitingy, then curſt ſhe Bucking bars, 
Then curſt ſhe Richard, O remember God, , 
To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
And for my fiſter and her princely ſonne -| 
Be ſatisfied deare God with our true bloods. 
W hich as thou knoweſt vniuſtly muſt be ſpilc. 
Rat. Come,come, diſpatch, thelimic of your liues is out, 
Rin, Come Gray, come Y angbarn, let ys all imbrace 


 Andtake our leaues yntill we meete in heayen, Exenn. 


Enter the Lords to connſel., 


Hat. My Lords at ence, the cauſe why wee are met, 


Isto determine of the Coronation, 

In Gods name ſay when is this royall day ? | 
Buc. Are all things ficting for that royall time ? 
Dasr.1tis, and let but nomination. | 


Biſh.To motrow then, I gefle a happy time. 
Buc.Who knowes the Lord Protefors minde herein ? 
Whois moſt inward with the noble Duke > his min: 
Byh, Why you my L.me thinks you ſhould ſooneſt kno\ 

Buc.Who Imy Lord ? we know each others faces: 


Buttor our hearts, tte knowes no more of mine, 


Lord 


Cone HIND 


of. Richard the Thira. 


Lord Haſtings,you andhe are neere in loue, 
Has. 1 thanke his grace, I know he loues me well : 
But for his purpoſe in the Corenation 
I hate nor ſounded himgnor he delivered 
His graces pleaſure any way therein : 
But you my L, may name thetime, 
And inthe Dukes behalfe Ile giue my veycc, 
Which I preſume he will take in good part, 
Biſs.Now in good time heere comes the Duke himſelfe, 
Enter Glaceſter. 
Glo, My noble L. and couſens all good morrow, 
I bauc beene long a fleepe, but now I hope 
My abſence doth negleR no great defignes, 
Which by my preſence might haue beene concluded, 
Bac. Had not you come ypon your kew my Lord, 
William L. Haftings had now pronounſt your part: 
I meane your yoyce from crewning of the King, 
Glo. Then my L. Haſtings, no man might be bolder, 
His Lordſhip knowes me well, and loues me well, 
Haf, 1 thanke your grace, 
Glo. My Lord of Elie, 
B;ſh My Loid. 
Ge. WhcnlI was laftin Holborne, 
I ſaw good trawberics in your garden there, 
I doe befeech you ſend for ſome of them. 
Bifb. I goe my Lord, 
Glo, Couſen Buckmgham,a word with you : 
Caterby hath ſounded 7Ta/tings in our bulineſſc, 
And findes theteſty gentleman fo hote, 
As he will looſe his headere giue conſent, 
His maiſters ſonne as worſhipfull he termes ic, 
Shall looſe the royalty of Exg/ands throane. 
Bue, Withdraw you hence my L. Ile follow you. Ex.G79. 
Dar. We baue nor yet ſet downethis day of triumph. 
To morrow in mine opinion is too ſoone ; 
Forl my ſelte am not ſo well prouided, 
As cle I would be, were the day prolonged. 
Enter the Biſhop of Elie, 


( berries. 


Biſh, Whereis my L. Proteftor;I haue ſent for thele firaw- 
GOT Haft. 
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The Tragedie 
Haft. His grace lookes cherefully and ſmooth to day, 


Thers ſome conceitc or other liks him well, 
When he doth bid good morrow with ſucha ſpirit, 
I thinke there is ncuer a man in Chriſtendome, 
Tit can lefſec hide his lone or hate then hee : 
For by his face (tcaight ſhall you know his heart, 
Dar. What 6f his heart percejue you in his face, 
By any likeh:hood he ſhewed to day ? | 
Haft,Marry that with no man hcre he is offended, 
For if he mere, he would haue ſhewde it ji his face. 
Der. I prey God he be nor, I ſay, 
Enter Glocc/ter, 
Glo. I pray you all, what do they deſeruc 
Thar do co:.{pire my death with diuelith plots 
Ot damned witchcraft, and that haue pieuaild 
Vpon my body with their helliſh charmes 2. 
Haft.The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord 
Makes me moſt forward in this noble preſence, 
To doome the offenders what:ocuer they be : 
I ſay my Lord they haue deſcrued death, 
Glo, Then be your eyc; the wirnefſle of this ill, 
Sce how TI am bewitcht, beho!d mine arme 
Is like a blaſted fplng wi:hered vp. | 
T'tiis 1s that Edweras wifey that mon'{irous witch, 
Conlceried with that ha;lot firumpet Shore, 
Thar vy tac witchcraſe thus have marked me. 
Z7 ſt. It hey have donethns thing my gracious Lord, 
Ge. it thou Protettor of this damned firumpet, 
Teiſt thou me of iffs? thou ar: a traitor. 
O:t wita Ins head ; Now by Saint Paul, 
I will::ot dine to day | ſwere, | 
Varill I ſec the fame,ſome lee it done 2 
T he reſt that loue me, come and follow me, Exrenxt, nant 
Hajt Wo,we,for Ezglaid,not a whit for me,Ca with Ha. 
For I roo fond might have prevented this: 
Stavlcy did dreame the boare did race his hclme, 
But I %i({daind it and did ſcorne to flic, | 
Three times to day my footecloth horſe did Rumble, 
And ſtarted when he lookt ypqn the Tower, 
< | As. 
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of Richard iZe Third, 


A; loth to beare me tothe flaughter-houſe, 
Olnow I warrant the Prieft that ſpake to me 


I now repent Icold the Purſuant, 
A; twerc triumphing ar mine, enemies, 
How they at Pomfree bloodily were butcherd, 
And] my ſelfe ſecure in grace and fauour, 
Oh Hargret, Margret : now thy heauie curle 
Is lightened on poore Haſt mgs wretched head, 
{ Car. Diſpatch my Lord,the Duke would bee at dinner : 
Makea ſhort ſhrift he longs co ſee your head, 

Haſt.O momentary ftate of worily men, 
Which we more hunt for,then forthe grace of heauen- 
Who builds his hopes inthe aire of your faire lookes, 
Liues jike a drunken fayler on a maſt, 
Ready with cucry nod to tumble dowre 
Inco the fatall bowels of the decpe, 
Come leade me tothe blocke, beare him my head, 
7 hey ſmile at me, that {bortly ſhall be dead Exennt; 

Enter Duke of Glocefter , and Buckinghanm,m armour, 

Gs. Come coulcn,canfſt thou quake & change thy coloure 
Murther thy breath'in middle of a word, 
And then begin againe and ftop againe, 
es if thou wert defiraught and madd with terror, 

Buc. Tur feare not me, 
I can counterfeitthe deepe Traicdian, 


. Speakeandlooke backe and pric on euery ſide; 


Intending deepe ſuſpition galily lookes 

Are at my ſeruicelike inforcec. ſmiles, 

And both are ready in their oftices 

To grace my ſiratagems. Enter Maior, 
G!o, Here comes the malor. 
Buc.Let me alone to entertaine him, Lord maior 
G/o.Looke tothe drawbiidge there, 
Be, The reaſon we haue ſent for you. 
Glo.Catesby ouer looke the walles. 
Pac Farke, / hearea drumme, 
G!lo'Looke backe defend thee hereare enemics, 
£ac. God and our inocency defend ys 


G!o, O,O, be quier, it is Catesby. D 
G 2 Enter 


The T. rageaie 


Enter Catesby wh Haſtings heal. 

Cat. Hecie is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and vnſuſpeRted Haſtings. 

Glo. So derre I loud the man, that | muſt weepe-: 
T pooke him forthe plaineſt harmeleſſe man, 

Thar breathed vpon this eartha Chriftian- 
Looke ye my Lord Major : 

I made him my booke wherein my ſoule recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts : 

So ſmooth ve daub'd his vice with ſhew of vertue, 
Tha: his a>parent open guilt omitted : 

I mcane mis conuerſation with Shoxes wife, 

He laid trom all atrainder of ſulpe, 

Bac. W.Il,well,he was the couertſt ſheltred traitor 
That ever liu'd, would you haue imagined, _ 
Or almoſt beleue, were it not by great preſeruation 
Welivetorell ic you ? the ſubtile trairor | 
Had this day plotted in the counſell houſe, 

To murder me and my good Lord Gloceſter. 

Als. What had he ſo? * 

Glo, What thinke ye, we are Turkes or Infidels, 
Or that wee ſhould againſt the courle of Law, 
Proceede thus raſhly to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perrill of the caſe, 
The peace of England, and our perſons ſafety 
Inforſt vs to this execution ? | 

Aa, Now faire befall fou,he deſerued his death, 
And you my good L. both haue well proceedes, 
To warne falſe traitors from the like attempts : 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands, 
Afcer he once fell in with Miftris Shore, 

Glo. Yet had not we determined he ſhould die, 
Vntill your Lordſhip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing haſt of theſe our friends 
Some what againſt our meaning haue preuented, * 
Becauſe my Lord, we would haye had you heard 
The traitor ſpeake,and timeroufly canfefle 

The manner, and the purpoſe of his treaſon, 
That you might well hanc ſignified the ſame. 


Vatro 


of Richard the Third. 


V.ro the Citizens, who happily may 
Miſconſture vs in him, and waile his death, 
Ma, My good L.ycur gracious word ſhall ferue, 

As well as | had ſeene or heard him ſpeake : 
And doubt yeu not right noble Princes both, 
Bur Ile acquaint your dutious Citizens 
W ith'al: your iutt proceedivgs inthis caſe, 

Glo. And to that end we wiſh your Lerdſhip here, 
To 2uoyd the carping cenſures of the world. 

Buc, Burt (ince you came too late of our intents, 
Yet witncfſe what we did intend, and ſo my Lord adue, 

Glo, After,after couſen Buckingbam, Exit AMaior. 
The Maior cowaids Gwild-bell hies him io all poſt, 


' Thereat your mecteft aduantage of the time, - 


Inferrs the baſtardy of Edwards children : 

Tell chem how £ award put todeatha Citizen, 

On ly tor ſaying he would make his ſonne ; 
Heire tothe Crowne, meaning (indeede) his houſe, 
Which by the figne thereof was tearmed ſo, 
Moreouer, vrge his hatefull luxury, 

And bealtiall appetite in change of luſt, 

Which fretched te their ſcruants, daughters, wiues. 
Euen wheze his luſtfull eye,or ſauage heart, 
Wuhout controle liſted tomake his prey : 

Nay for anecd thus farre comeneare my perſen, 
Tell them, when that my mother went with chil4 
Of that vaſatiat Eaward, noble Yorke, 

My princely father then had warres in France, 
And by iult computation of the time, 

Found, that the ifſue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father - 

But touch this ſparingly as it were farre off, 
Becauſe you know my Lord,my brother liues, 

Bac, Feare not my Lord, Ile play the Orator 
As if the golden fee for which I pleade, 
Were for my ſelfe, 
@/o.If you thrive well, bring them to Baynards Caftle, 
Where you ſhall finde me well aecompanicd 
G 3 | __ Witt 
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GD The Tragiaie 
\With reverend fathers and well learned Biſhops; 

Pug, Adnurthric orfouren clocks looke to heare 
\Wh-tnewc.s «Gui d-hail affordeth,and ſo my Lord farey; ct, 
G!o. Now W:1l Tinto tale foine pri; ie order (Ex, Bucs 


s draw the pr ares of {4 (a7exC8,01t of 195, 
of 1.0 oO YI! * 10g CCLAAT DO Manner of perſon 
>: 207 Tic uncuerecourievato the Princes, Exit. 


'Þ nter a  Eredais with a paper in his hand. 
[tis is the indidtment of the good Lord Haſfings, 
Which ina fer hand farely is ingrofl'd, 
7 bat it may be this dayred ouer in Dads: 
Ad: matke how wellthe ſequell hangs together, 
Sons houres] ſpent co writ it ouer, 
For yeſternight by (atesby was it brought me, 
7 he preſident was fullas long a doing, | 
Aad yer within theſe fiue houres liy'd Lord Maſtmgs 
Vntainted,ynexamined : free athberty - | 
Here's a good world the while, Why who's ſo oroſle 
T at ſees not this palpable device ? | 
Yet who fo blind but ſayes he ſees itnot? | 
Bad is the world and all will come to nought, 
Wicn {ich bad dealing mult be ſeene in thought : | Exits 
EnterGlocefer at one aoore, Buckingham at another, 
Glo. How now my Lord what ſayes the Citizens? 
Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
Tne Citizens are mumme and ſpeake not a word. 
Gs. Toucht you the baſtardy of Eawards Children ? 
Buc, I did: withthe infatiate greedineſle of his deſires, 
His tyranny for trifles : his owne baſtardy, 
As being got your father then in Fraxce : 
Witha!l 1 did inferre your lincaments, 
Being 7 theright Idea of your father - 
Both in forme and nobleneſle of minde - 
Layd vpan all your yiRories in Seotland : 
Your Diſcipline in warre,wiſedome in peace* | 
Your bounty, yertue, fire humilitie : 
Indeedeleft.nothingficting for the purpoſe 
Vntouch't or ſleightly bandled in diſcourſe - 
And when my oratory grew tocnd, 


I bad 


— 
es Ma 


a OM 


of Richard the Third, 


I bad them that loues their Countries good, 

Cry God faue R:chara Englandsroyall King, 
Glo. 4 and did they ſo? | 
Buc. Noſo God helpe me, 

Bur like dumbe (ſtatues or breathleſſe Rones, 

Gazde each on other and lock: deadly pale : 

Wh:ch when I ſaw, I reprehended them : 

And aſktthe Maior what meanes this wilful lence? 

His anſwere was the people were net wont 

To be ſpooke too, but by the Recorder, 

Then he was vrg«e totcll my tale againe- 

Thus ſaiih the Duke,thus hath the Duke inferd ; 

But rothivg ipake jn warrantfrom himſelfe : 

When |e had done, ſome followers of mine owne 

At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

Ard ſome ten voyces cryed,God ſaue King Richard 

Tizankes noble Citizens and friends quoth T, 

This generall applauſe and loving ſhove, 

Argues your wiſedome and your loue to Richard: 

Ard {o brake off and came away. 

G!o, what tonguelefſe blockes were they, would tliey not 
Price. No by my troth my Lord, (ſpeake? 
Cl. Wil notihe Mayor then, ard his brethren come ? 
Inc. The Mayeris heeie : and intepd ſome feare, 

P- no: ſpokes withall, but with mighty ſute : 

And locke you geta prayer booke in your hand, 

And ſtand berwixt two Church-men gaod my Lord, 

For on that ground !le build a holy delcant ; 

Be not cafle wonne to our requelt : 

Play,the maydes part, ſay no, buttaks it, 

Glo, Feare not me, it thou canlt picadeas well for them, 

As Ican ſay nay to thecfor my ielfe, 

No doubt weele bring ic toa hippy ifſue, 

Buc.you ſhall ice what I can do,yet you vp to the leads, Ex 

Now my Lord Maior, you danceattendaixce heere, 

I thinke the Duke will not be ſpoken withall; Emter (atesby 
Ire comes his {eruan: ; how now Catesby, what ſayes hee? 
Cat, My Lordhe doth intreat your grace 

Tovilit him to morroiw, or next day : 


He 
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The Tragedie 


Me is withio and ewo reverend Fathers, 
Diuinely bent to meditation, 
And inno worldly lure would he be mou'd, 
To draw him from his koly exerciſe. 
B uc ,R<turie 060i! Catesby to thy Lord againe, 
Tei him my ſelic,the Maior and Citizens, 
T1 deepe delignes and matters of great moment, 
No lcſlc importing them then our generall good, 
Are come to haue ſome conference with his grace. 
Cat, Ile tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 
Buc. A ha my Lord, this Prince isnot an Edward - 
Hc is not lulling ona leawd day bed, 
But on his knees at meditation - 
INot dallying witha brace of Curtizans, 
Bur meditating with two deepe Diuines : 
Not ficeping to ingrefle bis idle body, 
Bur praying to inrich his watchfull ſoule, 
Happy were Exgland, weuld this graciotis prince 
Take on himſelfe the ſoueraignety thereon, 
But ſure I feare we ſhall ncuer winne him to it. 
1a. Marry God forbid his grace ſhould ſay ys nay. 
| Enter Catesby, 
Bac, I feare he will, how-now Catesby, 
What ſayes your Lord ? 
Cat,My Lord he wonders to what end you haue afſembley 
Such troopes of Citizens to ſpeake with him, 
His grace not being warnd thereof before : 
My lerd,he feares you meane no goodto him, 
Bue,Sory Iam my noble couſen ſhould 
SuſpeR me that I meane no good to him, 
"as I come in perfeR loue to him, 
And ſo once more returne and tell his grace: 
When holy and deuourt religious men, 
Are attheir beads, tis hard te daw them hence, 
So ſweets is zealous contemplation, 
| Enter Rich, and two Biſhops aloft. 
Mai, Sec where he ſtands betweene two Clergimen, 
Bus. Twoprops of yertue for a Chriſtian Prince :; 
To ſtay him from the tall of yavity, 


© ANTOUS . 


of Richatd be Third. 


Famous Plantagener, molt gracious prince, 

Lend favorable cares to my requeſt : 

And pardon vsthe interruption 

Ofthy deuotion ang right Chriſtian zeale., ..' . 
G!o. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apolopie, ' 

I rather doe beſeech youpardon me, 

Who earneſt in the ſeruice ef my God, 

Neglect the vification of myfricuds : 

Butleauiog this, what, is your graces pleaſure? 
Bae. Euen that Thope which pleaſeth God aboue, — - 

And all good menofthis yngouernd 1le+ | 
Gle. I doc ſuſpeR, I haue done ſome offence, 

T hat ſecme diſgracious in the Cities eyes, 

Andthat you cometo ponies my ignorance: _ 
Buc. You hate my Lord : would it pleaſe your grace 

At our inrreaties to nd that fault. of HE 
Ge. Elſe whercfore breath Tin « Chriſtian land ? 
Buc. Then know it is your fault that pouteſigne 

The Supreame Seate,the throaneimeicticall, 

The Scepter office of your Anceſtors. |. . 

The lineall glory of your royall Houſe, 

To the corruption of a blemifhe tocke : 

Whileſt inthe mildenefſe of your ſleepic thoughts, 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good - 

This noble Ile doth want his properliimbes, = 

Her face defac't with ſcars of infamy, 

And almoſt ſhouldredin this ſwallowing gulph 

Of blinde forgetfullnefle and darke oblwion : 

' Whichtorecouer we hartily ſolicite | 

Your gracious ſelfeto take on youthe ſoucraignryythercoh, 

Not as Protefor, Steward, Subſitute, ) 

Nor lowly far for an others ggine ? 

But as ſucceſſively from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth your Emperio your owne : 

For tH1is conſorted witbche Citizens, 

Your worſhipfull and very loving friends, 

And by there yebementinflipacion, 

Jn this iuft ſure come I co meneyour Grace. 
Gle.I know not whither to.dc 11" mean Fa 
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Oc bitterly to ſpeake in your reproofe, 

Beſt ficteſt iny degree ar your condition : 
Your loue ds{-rues my tina:.xes, but my d.ſert 
Vameritabi: ſhanes. your high requeit, | 
Fickt if all obRlacles were cutamay;  -  . 
And that my path were eucn to the.crowne, 
As my right rcuenew and due by bitth, 


Yet lo much is my pouerty.ot ſpirit, 


So mighty amt-ſo many my defects, © 

As had ratberbide nie from my g:catneſſe; :; 
Bcing a Barke to brooke no mighty lea, 

Then in my greatenefſecouer to be hid, 
And in the yapour of my glory ſnothered- 
But God bethankedthersno ncede tor me, - , 


And much Lncede to helpt you if needo were, . ..- , 


The royall tree hath left vs royal] frojte, +; 


Which mellowed by the ftealing houres of time, 


W.ll well become the fate of maiclty 5 ;; | 
And make no doubtys bappy by his raigne, 
On him I lay, what you wovld on ine+ 
The right and fortune of his happy ſtaires, 


Which God defend that I ſhould wring from him, | 


B«c.My Lord this argues conſcience in your grace 
Bur the re{peQs thereof are-nice 8nd trivial, 
Alicircumftanccswellcofidered,” - | 

rou {iy that Edward isyour brothers ſonne, 

So lay we tao, but not by. E awards wife : | 

For firſt he was contracted 'to Lady Lucie, 

Your mother liues, a witnefle tothat yow, 
And afterwards by:{ubflitute betrothed 
To Bona fiſter to the King of France, 

Thete both put by a poore peticioner, 

A care. cr12d mother of many cMildren, | 

A beauty-waining and diſtreſſed widdow, 
Euen in the a:ternoone of her beli dayes, | 
Madc price and purchace of his Juſt u-leye, 
Seduce the prch and height of alt hi> thoughts, 
To baſe declenhion loathed bigamic, 

By hea un this yalawfull bed he gor, 


This - 
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of Richa rd the Third. 


Tl:is Edward, whom our manners terme the Priaces - © 


More bitterly could expoſtulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to ſomealiue 

I gine a ſparing limet to my tongue: < : 
Then goed my Lord, take to your royall ſelfe;- . 
This proffered benefit of dignity? ' +! 7 
If not to bleffe ys and the land withall, 5 . © 


Yet to draw out your royall flocke, no NOD 


From the corruption of abuſierime, 
Vnto a lineall true deriued courſe. Ga =; 
Aſay.Do,good my Lord,your citizens entreat you:: +. 


Cat.O make them ioyfull;eranc their lawhult utes:: .,'! I. 
Glo, Alas, why ſhould you heapetheſc cares oa rhe. © i 


I am vnfit for tate and dignity: 
I doe beſeech you take-it net amille, | +: i 1 


I cannor,nor I will not yeeld to yow: ! ih hot 1 os 


Bc. It you refuſe it as ih lou and zealeys: wh Q fe. 


Lothte depoſe the childe yourbrathers-ſoone, .. ' 
As well we know your.tendernefle of heart, 
Aud gentle kind efferninme-remorle;: : -. -* 


Which we hauc notddin you royjanre ein; 1+ 7 


And equally indecd te all cftates,” 

Yet whether you except eur ſure or no, 

Your brothers ſonne ſhall neuer raigne our King, 

Bur we will plant ſome other in the throne, 

To the diſgrace and downetall of your houle : | 

And in tnis reſolution here [leave you, 

Come Citizens, zZounds, Ile intreat no more, 
Glo. O doe not ſweare my Lord of Buckmghame, 
Car, Ca!l them againe,mz Lord and accept their ſute» 
Ano.Do good wy Lord, : a: all the {and aoe rew it. 
Glo. Wouid you cnforce me toa world of care © 

Well cali chem againe,] am uat made of ſtones, 

But penecrable ro your «1:5 114rets, 

Albeit againſt My cown'c 263Ce 210? my ſ:yile, 

Couſen of Backmgham iunu yo. i240 grave MEN, 


Since you will bucklctorm neo. ri y backe, 
To bcare the b.ychen wheres I will 3c no, 
I muſt haue £00 39 caduethe jozde, 
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But if blacke ſcangiall oy ſo-foule fac't reproach 
Actend the ſequell of your iwpoficion, | 
Yoar meere inforcement ſhall acquitcance me 
From all the impure blots and tames thereof, 
For God he knowes and you may panty ſec, 
How farre I am from the defire thereof, 
May.God blefle your grate,we fet it; and will fay it. 
Gl». In aying io, you ſhall but faythecruth. 
Bxc. Then I ſalute you with kingly tile : 
Long liue King Richard, Englands royali King. 
Aay. Amen, -: .. ' © ERS. v 
Buc. To moradis will itipleate you tobe crown'd? 
Glo.Euen when you will fnceyeu will have ic fo, 
Buc. To morrow then we will ateeiitl your grace. 
Glo. Come ler ys to our holy tazke agaives + 
Farewell good couſen, farewell gerithe friends.  Evennt. 
Emer Ouceve maber, Datobes of Torke, Marques - 
Dor{ct at oneutvore,Dutchesof Giao:ftoy 
af weotber doores | « 
Dat. Who mectes ys heere:my Neooe Phentagenct 


Os. Sifter well metywhithevaway fofaft? . . + 
Det. Glo. No farther then the Towet,and'as Tgueſſe, 
Vpon thellike deuotionas your ſelues,  :-; 
To gratulate the tender princes there. _ | 
Os. Kind fiſter thankes weele enter afltogethet. 
Ewter the Lieutenant of the Tower, © 
And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
M. Lieutenant, pray you by your letue, 
How fares the Prince? | 
Lien, Well Maddam and in health : but by your leaue, 
1 may not ſuffer you to viſit him, | 
The King hath ftraightly charged to the contrary» 
©». The King,why, who's that?- 
Liew. Icry you mercy I meane the Lord ProteAor. 
ws. The Lord prote&him from that Kingly title : 
Hath he ſer bonds berwixt there loue and me : 
I am their mother whe ſhould keepe me from them ? 
I ain their facher, mother, and will ſce then, 
Dut.Glo, Theic Aunt ] am inlay, in loue their _—_ 4 


— 


of Richard the Third, | | 


Then feare notthou, Ile beare thy blame, 
And takethy office from thee one my perill. 
Lies. | doe beſeech your graces all to pardon me 2 
I am bound by oath, I may not deceit. . 
Enter Lord Stanley. 
Stan, Let mebut meete your Ladies at an houre hence, 
And Ile ſalute your grace of Yorke, as mother - 
And reuerent looker one,of two faire Queenes. 
Come Madam, you muſt goe with me to Weſtminſter, 
T hereto be crown. d Richard; royall Queene. 
Qs. O cut my lace in funder,chat my pent heart 
My baue ſome ſcope to beate, or elſe | found 
With this deadliking newes, 
* Dor. Madam have comfort,how fares your grace? 
Qu. O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me, per thee hence, 
Death and deſtru@tion dogge thee at the heeles, 
Thy mothers name is ominous to childten, 
If thou wilt ouer ſtrip death,goe crofle the Seas, 
And liuc with R 19bword from the race of hell, | 
Goc hie thee,hic thee, from this (laughter-houſe, | 
Leaſt thon increace the number of ihe dead, : 
And make me diethe thrallof Afargrery curie, | | | 
Nor mother ,wife, nor Exglavuds counted Queene. | | 
Sta.Fall of wiſe care is this your ceunſe!l Madam, 
Take a!l the ſwift aduanage at the time, 
You ſhall haus lerters from the ro my ſonne, 
To meete you onthe way and welcome you, | 
Be not taketitardy by viwiſe delay. = | \ 
Dwt, T or. O illdiſperfing windeof miſery, 
O may accurſed wornbe the bedof death, 
A Cokatrice hath thoit haceht co the wortd, 
Whoſe vnavoyded eye is rurtherous, 
$:4an, Come Madarn; Tin allhuſt was fent for. 
Dwc. And Iin all yrwillingneſſe will goe, 
I would to god that the inclufive verge 
Of gouldenmetcetithar muſt round my browe, 
Were red hotte ſteeſeto ſeare me tothe braine, 
Annoynted let me be with deadly poyſon, 
eAnd dic ere meg can fay _ aue the Queenes 
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The Tragidie 

'O4. Alas poore foule, I enuie net thy glory, 
T9 teede my hbutmor, wiſh thy ſelfeno harme. 

Dit.Glo, No, when he that is my husband now, 
Came to me | followed Henriescourle, 
When the blood was ſcarſe waſhrfi om his hands, 
Which iſſued from my 0:her angell husband, 
And that dead ſaint, which then I weepirg followed, 
5, When I ſay, 1 lookt on Richards face, | 
This was my wiſh,be thou quoth I accurft, 
For making me (o yong ſoold a widow. 
And when thou wed, let ſorrow haunt thy bed, - 
And be thy Wifeif any be ſo badde 
As miſerable by the death ef thee. - 
As thou haſt made me by my deare Lords deatin, 
Loe cuen [ can repeate this curſe againe, 
Euen in ſo ſhort a ſpace, my womans heart 


Croſly grew captiueto his hony werds, 


And prou'd the ſubiets of mine owne ſoules curſe, 

Which cuer ſince hath kept mine cyes from fleepe, 

For neuer yet, one kourc in his bed, | 

Have Icnioyed the goldendew of fleepe, 

Burt haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Behdes he hates me for my father F/arwicke, 

And will ſhortly berid of ne. 
Qz. Alas pooreſoule, I pitty thy complaints : _ 
Dut.G!s. No more then from my ſoule I mourne for yours 
Os. Farewell, thou weefull welcomer of glory. 
Dwr. 51e. Adue peore ſoule thou takeft thy leaue of it... - 
Dmt,Yor.Go thon to Richmond & good fortune guide thee 

Go thou to R ichard,and good. Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to ſanQuary, good thoughts poflefle thee, 

I to my graue where peacc andreft lie wih me, 

Eighty old yearcs of forrow haue 1 ſcene, | 

And each houres ivy wrackowitha weceke of tecne. 


The trumpets ſound, Enter R tchard crowned, Bucking= 
bam, Catesby, with other Nobles 
King.Stand all a part, Couſcnof Buckinghaw, 
Giuc me thy hand ; - Here he aſcends his m_ 
| ; nus 


| 


of Richard the Third. 
Thus hich by thy advice | = 
Add thy Wn ſtance is King Richard ſeated - 
But ſhall we were theſe honours for a day? 
Or ſhall they laſt and we reioyce in them? 
Bac, Still live they, and foreuer may they laſt, 
King, O Buckmgham now ] doe play the touch, 
Totry it they be currant gold ndecde: 
Yerg Edward lives : thinke now whatT would lay 
Bus, Say on my gracieus ſoueraigne, 
King Why Buckingham] ſay I would be King. 
Buc.Why tce you are my thrice renowned Liege, 
King, Ha : amT King ? tis ſo,but Edward liues, 
Buc, Trve noble Prince, 
King. O bitter ' conſequence, 
That Edward fill ſhoyld live true noble Prince, 
Cotiſen they wert not wont to be ſo dull, 
Shall 1 beplaine I wiſh rhe baſtards dead, 
And I would haue it ſuddainly perfortnde, 
Whar faieſt theu ? ſpeake ſuddenly, be bricfe, 
Buc, Your grace may doe [your pleaſure. 


King, Tur,tut, thou art all yce, thy kindeneffe freezeth, 


Szy. haueT thy confent that they ſhall die ?: 
Buc, Give me ſore breeth my Lord, 

Before I poſitively ſpeake herein : 

] will reſolue your grace imediatlie. 
Cat, The King is angry fee he bites his lip, 
Kmg,] will conuerſe with iron witrie fooles, 

Ard yareſpeRtive Boyes, noneare for me 

Thatlooke into me with confiderate eyes : | 
Boy, high reaching Buctingham growes circumſpect. 

ZBoy. Lord, | | 

Kmg. Knowſt thounot any wheme corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a cloſe exp!oit of death, 

Boy, My Lord, I know adiſcontented Gentleman, 
Whoſe humble meanes marc'-t ot his haughty minde, 
Go!d wereas good as twenty Orato:s,: 
aud will no doubt temp: niia to any thing, 

King, What is bis name? 

Boy, His name my Lord, is Terrlll, 
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King, Goecall him hither preſeadly, 
The deepe reſoluing witty Buckmghan, | 
No more ſhall be the neighbour-co my counlel], 
Hath he ſo long held out with we vnrirde, 
And Rops he now for breath ? | 
Enizy Darby. 
How now what newes with yau ? | 
Dar. My Lo1d I hege +be Marqueſle Darſer 
Is fled to Krchwond, inthole parts be yond the ſeas 
Wherehe abides. | 
King, Cateiby. Cat. My Lord. 
King. Rumor is abroad 
That Anne my wifcis ficke and like todie, 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe : 
Enquire me out ſome mcene borne Geatleman, 
Whome I will marry ſtraight to C/orence danghter 
The boy is fooliſh and I fearenot him: = 
Looke how thou dreamt : I ſay againe,giue out 
That Anvze my wifeis ficke and like to dic. 
About ir,for it ſtands me much vpoen, 
To ſtop all hopes whoſe growth may damage me, 
I muſt be martied to my brotbers daughter, 
Or clſe my Kingdome ſtands on brictle glafle, 
Murther her brother, and:then marry her, 
Vncertaine way of gaine, butIamin 
So farre in blood, that fin plucks on fiv, 
Teares falling pittic dwels not in this cycs 
Enter T wrel. | 
Is thy name Tirrel? | 
Tir.lames Tirrel, and your moſt obedient ſubie, 
King. Art thou indeed ? | 
Tir, Proue me my gracious -ſoueraigne. | 
King, Dart thou reſolucto killa friend of mine ? 


Tr. 1 my Lordiburl had rather killtwo deepe enemies, | 


XK wg.Why there thou haſt it, two deepe encmyes. 
Foes to my reſt that my ſweete ficepes diſturbs, 
Are they that I would haue thee deale ypon: 
Tyrrel, I meane thoſe baſtards in the Tower. 

Tir, Let me haue meanes to come tothemn, 


; of Richard tbe Tbird 
 _ ,Andfoorelic rid youfrom the feare of them, 
| King. Thou ſingſt ſweete muficke Come hither Tirrid, 


Tis no more but ſo,ſay,is it done hu care, 
AndI willloue thee and preterre thee too, | 
Tir, Tis done my good Lord. 
Kmg.Shall wee heare frum thee Trrrel,ere we ſleepe? 
Tir, Yea my gooc Lord. Enter Buckingham, 
Buc, My Lord, I haue conſidered in my mind, 
The late demand that you did ſound me 1n, 
| King. Well ler that paſſe Dorſet is fled to Rerhmord, 
Buc.T heare that newes my Lord. 
| King. Stanley, heis your wiues ſonne:Well lookt too it. 
Bac. My Lord I claime your gift, my due by promiſe, 
For which your honor and-your faith is pawn, 
| The Earledome of Herford and the moucables, 
The which you promiſed I ſhould poſlefle. 
Kmg. Starl:ylooke to your wife, if they conuey 
Letters to Kichmend you ſhalianſwercir, 
Buc. What ſayes your Highneſſe ro my iuſt demand 2 
King. As Ircmember Henry the fixt 
Did propheſic that Richmonalhould be King, 
When Kichmond was a little pecutſh bey, 
A Kirg perhaps, pethaps, 
Bus My Lord. | 
King. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me Ibcing by, that I ſhould Kill him. 
Buc. My Lord, your promiſe for the Eatledome. 
King Richmond, When lalt I was at Exerer, 
The Maiorin curtefie ſhewed me the Caflle, 
And called it Rugemount,at which name I ſtarted, 
Becauſe a Bard of [reland told meonce 
Iſhould not live loog after 1 faw Richmond 
Buc, My Lord. 
| King. I hars aclocke ? 
Buc: Tamthus bold to pur your grace in minde 
Of what you promilſde me. 
Kmg. Well but whats aclocke? 
Buc.Vpon the ſtroke of ten, 
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Go by that roken, riſe and le 'dthine eare, Hee whiſperrin | 
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Kmge W2.), let it firike. 
Buc. Why bh 6 the ke? 


King. Becaule tizit iis a Tacke chou keep & ;e [troke 


Berwixt thy begging an.j my medication ; 
] amnotinthe gig vaine to day. 


Bac. Wh M4 Chun refolus me wriether you Willer no? 
Km.Tut,uutchou trouvleſt me, I am notinthe yaine, Exe. | 


Buc. Is teucn ſo,rewards hide: my true leruice 


With ſuch dee epe contempt, madel[ him King for this ? 


O ler ine thicke on Hatiings and be gone | 
To Brecknocke, while 5 Aorh es hcad 15 on, 
Entey Sir Frances T irrell. 

Tir. 1 he tiranous and bloody dcece is dons, 
T he moſt arch-aGts of pittious mallacre, 
That cuer yet this Jaad was guilty of, 

Dighton and Forreſt whom I did ſubborne, , 
To do this ruth:tull pcece of butchery, 
Although they were fleſht yillaines bloudy dogs, 
Melting with tendernefſe and comnpaſſihn, 
Weprt like two children in their deaths ſa ſtories : 
Loe thus quoth Degbtow lay theſe tender babes, 
Thus,thus quoti Forrejft gidling one arotkcr 
Within their inocent alablaſter armes, | 

Their lipes like tourered Roles on a Qalke, 
When there ſommer beauty kiſt each other, 

A booke of prayer one their pillow laie, 


which once quoth Forreſt almoſt chang'd my mind, 


But O the Diuell / chere the villian fiopr, | 
Whilft D:ghron thus cold, on we ſi moothered 
The molt 1epleniſht ſweet worke of nature 
That ſrom the prime Creation euer he fra:nde, 
They could not ſpeake, and fo] left them both, 
To bring theie ading s:0 the bloody King, 
Enter Kmyg Richard, © 
And heare he comes, All haile my ſoucraigne Liege. 
King. . Kind T»rrell,and Thappy inthy newes ? 
Tir. If to, hau.c done the thing you gaue/in charge 
Beget your hapynefle,bee happy then, 
For lt 15 done my Lord, 


Ext, 


King 
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Of Richard che Third, 


King. But didft thou ſee them dead ? 

Tir, [did my Lord, 

King And buried gentle Tiwrill? 

T;. The Chaplaine ofthe Tower hath buried them : 
But how or in what place I doe not know. 

Kmg, Come to mee Tiyrill ſoone after ſupper, 
And thou ſhalt tell the proceſle of their death, 
Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy deſire, Exi Terril. | 
Farewell cill ſoone. | 
The ſonne of (7arence haue I pend vp cloſe, 
His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, | 
The ſonnes of Edward fleepe in eAbrahams bolome, 
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And e Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight : 

Now for] know the Brittaine R #chrwond aimes 

And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knorleokes proudly ore the Crowne, 

To her I geea iolly thriuing wooer, Emter ({atesby, | 
Cat. My Lord. | 
Kmg. Good newes or bad, that thou comeſt ſo bluntly > : 

(at. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Bucksnghaw backt with the hardy wWelchmen 

Is inthe field, and till his power encreaſeth, 
King Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 

Then Buckingham and his ralh leucld army : 

Come I kaue hear that fearcful] commenting, 

Is leaden ſeruitor to dull delay 

Delay leades impotent and ſuaile-pac't beggery, - | | 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, , 

Foue,, 'Mercary, and Herald for a King : 

Come muſter men, my ceunfaile is my ſhield, 

Ye mult be briefe,when traytors braue the field, FExanse, 

Exter Oncene t Margret ſola, m 
Ou, Mar. Sonow proſperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth ot death : 

Here intheſe confines fllic have Ilurke, 

To watchihe wainirg of nine 2duerfarics : 

A dire induction am | witneſle too, 


And willto France, hoping the conſequence 
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The Tragedie 

Wil! proue as bicter,blacke and cragicall, | 

Withdraw thee wretched Afargrer, who comes heere; 

Enter the Qucene and tbe Dutch:5of Yorky, 
#, Aamy youg Princes ah my teader babes, 

My vnblowae fl > wer, new appearing [wcets, 

If yer your gentle ſoules flieinthe aire, | 

Aad be nat fixt in doome perperuall, 

Houer aboue me with your airie wings, 

And heare your m>thers lamentations. | 
Os. Mar. Hourr abour her, ſay that right for right, 

Hath dim41 your infant morae, co aged night, 

Oz. Wilt thou O God flic from ſuch gentle lambes, 

Aad throw them in the 1ntrailes of the Wolfe : 

When diſt thou flzeps when ſuch a d:ed was done ? 
Qs, Mar. When ho'y AM ry died, and my ſweete fon, 
D wr. Blinde (ight,dead life, poore morrall living Ghoft, 

Woes ſceane, worlds ſhame, graves due by life yiurpe, 

Reſt their ynccſt on Evgl/ands lawfull earth, 

Valawfull ra1de dunke with innocents blyod. 

s. O that thou wouldſt as well aFord a graue, 

As thou canſt yeeld a m:lancholly ſear, | 

Then would [hide my bones, not reſt them heere : 

O who hath any cauſe to mourne but I ? 

Dt. So many miſeries hauecraz'd my voyce 

That my woe-weried tongue is mute and dumbe, 

Edward plantagenct, why art thou dead ? | 
Qs, Mar. Ifancient ſorrow be moſ reuerent, 

Giuz mine the benefit of ſigniorie, | 

And let my woes frowne on the ypper hand, 

If ſorrow can admit ſociety, 

Tel! ouer your woes againe by yvewing mine : 

Thad an Edwardtill a Richard kild him, 

T had a R:icbard, till a Richard kill him. 

Tnou hadſt an Edward,till a Rich ord kild him, 

Thou had a Richerd, till a R:cherd kild him. 

D-#e. I had a Richard coo, and thou d.d't kill bim +: 
T h14 2 Ratlend too, ani thou holp't to kill him : 

Qs, Muir. Thou hit a {lar:uce tao, till Richerd kild him. 
Econ torch the kena:ll of thy wombe hath crept, 
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of Richard the Third, 

A tell-hound that doth hunt ys all co death, 
7 hat Dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 
7 hat foule defacer of nds handy worke, 
Thy wombe let looſe to chaſe ys to our graues, 
O vpright, iuft, an\ true diſpoting God, 
How do thanke thee, for this carvall curre 
Preyes onthe iflue of his mathers body, 
And make her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dat. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 
God witneſle with me { haue wept for thee, 


On, Mar Beare with me I am hungry for reuenge, 


eAnd now I cloie me with beholding it : 
Thy Edward he is dead,that ſtabd my E award, 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 
Yong Torke, he 1s but boote, becauſe both they 
Match nor the high perfeQion of my loſle - 
rhy Clare-cehets deadthatkild my Edward, 
\nd the beholders of this tragicke play, 
The adulterate Haſtmgs, Riners, Vaughan, Gray, 
V.timely ſmothered in their duskie grauer, 
Richard ye: lives, hels blacke intelligencer, 
Naely rcſerued their faRtor to buy ſouls, 
4nd ſcad them thither , but at hand, 
Inſues his pitteous, and vnpittied end, 
Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints prey, 
T o have him ſuddenly conueyed away. 
Cancell his bonds of lite deare God I pray, 
Tiat | may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 


Q-.O thou didſt prophehie the time would com, 


That 1 ſhould wiſh tor thee to helpe me curſle 
That botteld ſpider, that foule hunch-backr toad. 


. Qz Afar. I calltheethen yaine flouriſh of my fortune, 


I callthee then poore ſhaddow painted Queene, 
The preſentation of but whar I was, 

The flattering index of a dircfull pageant, 

One heau'd 3 higbto be hurled downe b:low, 
A mether onely, mockt with rwo {wee babes, 


A dreame of which thou wert , abreath, a bubble, 
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The Tragidie 
Afigneof dizuity, a gariſh flagge, 
To bee the aime of every dangerous ſhot, 
A Oneene in izalt, oneir to fill the ſceane : 
\V ere is thy hnsband now, where be thy brethers * 
Wonere be tiy children, wherein doeſt thou toy ? 
WW ho ſues tome and cries Gnd fou2 the Quieere Þ 
Wh:re be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 
vherc be the thronging troupes that followed ther 
Decline all this and fce what now thou art, 
For happy wife, amaſt diſireficd widdow : 
Foriovinli mother one that wailes the name: 
For Queene, a very Catife crown'd with care : 
For one being ſued roo,one that humble ſues : 
For one com:nanding all,obeyed of none : 
For one that ſcornd at me, now ſcorn'd of me, 
Thrs hath the courſe of iuſtice wheel'd about, 
Ac d leit me but a very prey to time, 
Haning no more, but thoughtof what thou art, 
7otorturethee the more, being wha: thou art : 
Thou didſt vſurpe my place, and doeſt thou not 
Vurpe the juſt proportion of my ſorrow ? 
Now thy proud necke,bcares halfe my burthened ycke, 
From which, cuen heere, I {lip my wearicd necke, , 
And leave the butthen of it all on thee ; 
Farewell Terker wife,and Queene of ſad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh woes will make me {mile in France, 
: 24.9) thou wellskild incurſes ftay a while, 
 eAndtcaci! me how ro curſe mine enemye3, 
On, Mar. Forbcare to flcepe the nipht, and faſt the day, 
Compare deaths happinefſe with liuing woe, 
Thinke that thy babes were fairer chen tliey were, 
And hethat (lew them fowlerrthen he is : 
Bertring thy lofſe make the bad cauſer worſe, 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curle. 
Cn. My words are Gull, O quick-nthem withthine, 
On, M1. Try woes will make them ſharp & pierce like mine, 
Dut, Vhy ſhould calamity be full of words? Exit Ma. 
{2n4, Windie atturnies to your clients woes, 
Aijery ſucceeders of inteſtate ioyes, 


Poore 


-, 


of Richard the Third, 


Poaec breathing orators of miſeties, 
Letthem haue ſcope, though w hat they doc impart 
Helpe not all, yet nor Coe they czle the hart, 

Dt, it fo, then be not teng-tive, goe with me, 
Arain the breath of bitter words,lets {moo her 
My Jamned ſonne,which thy roo ſor.nes imother'd 
I t;care his dram,be copious in exclaimes, 

Enter King Richard marching with drummes 
ana trumpets. | 

Kirg. Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Dur, A ſhe, that might hauc intercepted thee, 

By (trang]l.ng thee in her accurſed wombe, 
From all the ſlaughters wretch, that thou haft done, 

Q+, Had'ſtthou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Whe:c ſheu!d be grauen, if that riglie were right, 
The{laughter of the Paince that owee that crowne, 

And the dure dea:hof my two ſonnes, and brothers: 
Tell me t!.ou villaine flaue,where are my children ? 

Dat. Thou tode,thou rode,where is thy brother Clarence ? 
Ard li:tle Ned Plant: gener, his ſonne * 
©14. Where is kind Haſtmgs, Riuers Yan7han, Gray, 
King. A flouriſh trumpets, [trike alaru:1 drummes, 
Lct not the heauens heatc theſe tell-raike women 
Rai:e oneine Lord anointed, Srike I ſay, T he trumepts 
Eicnec be patient and intreat me faire, ſounds, 
Or with the clamorous reports of waite, 

Thus will I drowne your cxclamationss 

Dm. art thcu my lonne? 

AKmg.1l, Ithanke God, my Father and your ſeife. 

Dat, Then patiently heare my i:npatience. 

King. Madam [ haue a touch of your cond.tion, 
Which canno: brooke the accent of reproote,. 

Dat, I will be mildeand gentle in my {peech. 

K1ug. and briefe good mother for I arm in haſt, 

Dat, art thou io haſtie I have (taid for thee, 

God knowes in anguiſh, paine and agonie- 

King. and came 1 notat laſt to comtort you? 

Dat. Noby the holy roode thou know: it well, 
Thou camkt on carth, te make the earth my hell ; 
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A greeuc us buithen was thy birthto me, 
Fercinie and vaiward was thy infancy, 
Tiy {c;;oole-dates frighifall, deſperate, wild and furious + 
Thy age canfirmde,preud !btile bloudie trechercus, 

Winzt comfortable houre canſt thou name, 

That euer grac'c me in thy company ?, 

King.Faich none but Fwmphrey hourethat cald your grace 
To breakefaſt once forth of my company: * 

If it be ſo gratious in your fight, 
Lee me march cn and not offend your grace. 

Nut. O heare me ſpeake, for 1 ſhall never ſec thee more, 

King, Come, come, you aretoo bitter, 

Dat ,Eicherthon wilt die by Gods iuſt ordinance 
Ere from his warre thou turne a conquerour, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age ſhall periſh, 

And neuer looke ypon thy face avaine: 

Therefore take with thee my molt heauy curſe, 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more. | 

Then all the compleate armour that thou werſt, 

My prayers on the aduerſe party fight, 

And there the little ſoules of Edwards children 

Whiſper the ſpirits of thine enemyes, | 

And promiſe them ſucceſle in victory, | 

Bioody thou art and bloody will be thy end, 
Shame ſerues thy life, and doth thy death attend, Exit. 

Qs. Though farr more cauſe, yer much leſſe ſpirit to curſe 
Abides in me, Iſay amentoall, | 

King. Stay Madam, I muſt ſpeake a word with you. 

Qu. I haue no more ſonnes ef the royall blood, 

For thee to murther,for my daughiers, Richard = 
They ſhall be praying nunnes,net weeping Queenes, 
And tberefore leuell not re hir their lives, 

Kng.You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and faire, royall and gracious, 

Q«. And mit ſhe diefor this ? O let herliue, 
nd lle corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, 
Slarder my ſclfe, as falſe ro Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy, | 
So ſhe may live ynſcarde from bleeding laughter, 


of Richard the Third 


| will confefſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter, 

King, Wrong not her birth ſhee is of royall blood, 

2s. To ſaue her life, Ile ſay ſhe is not ſo, 

Kg. Her life is onely ſafeſt in her birth. 

24. And onely inthart ſafety died her brothers. 

Xmg.Loeat their births good (tarres arc oppoſite, 

Os. Noto there Jiues bad friends were contrary. 

Kimg. All ynauoyded tis the doome of deſtivy, 

Os. True when auoyded grace makes deſtany, 
My babes were deſtinde ro a fairer death, 

If grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 

King, Madam ſo thriue Tin my davgerous attempt of hoſtile 
As intend more good to you and yours, ( armes, 
Theneuer you and yours were by me wrong'd. 

#. What good is coucred with the face of heauen, 
To bediſcoucred thatcan doe me good, 

Keng,The aduancement of your children mighty Lady, 

Ox. Vpto ſome ſcaffold,thereto looſe their heads. 

K*#ng, No tothe dignity and height of honor, 

The hight inperiall tipe of this earths glory. 
Os, Flatter my ſorrowes with report of it, 
'Tell me what Nate, what dignity, what honor, 
Canft thou demiſe to any childe of mine. 
Kemg, Euen all Thaue, yea and my ſelfe and all, 
Will Iendow a child of thine, 
Sointhe Lethe ofthy angry ſoule, | 
Thou drownethe ſad remembrance of thoſe wtongs 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt Thaue doe to thee. 

Ot, Be briefe,leaſt thar the proceſle of thy kindneſle 
Lattionger telling then thy kindn:fſe doo. 

Rmg Then know that from my ſoule I loue thy daughter, 

Os, My daughters mother thinkes it with her ſoule. 

King. What doe you thinke ? 

On. Tatthou doelt lous my d2nghter from thy foule, 
So from thy ſoule didit thou lou» her brothers, 

And from my hearts louc, I thanke hee tor it, 

Kg. Benot ſo baſtie to conf--un3 ny meaning, 
I meane that with my fule I lou: thy daughter, 
And iweanc to make her Queene of England, 

wes re hteS- K 
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© ». Say th:n who doeft thou m-ane ſhaliLe ber Kio , 
King. Even he that makes her Qu2ene, who ſhuuly cile? 
On. What thou? | 
K:-g. T,cucn I, what thinke you of it Madatn ? 
Or. How canit rzou wee her ? 
K:rg, That | would learne of you, 
As one that were beſt aquainred with ker inmor, 
Os. And wilt thoulearne of me? 
Xing. Madam with al! my hearr, 
©#.Sendro her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereou ingraue, 
Edward and Yorke, then happily ſhe will weepe, 
Therefore preſentto her , as ſometimes Afargret 
Did to thy Father,a handkercheffe ſteept in Rutlands blood, 
And bid her drie her weeping eycs therewith, 
If this inducement force her not to loue, 
Send her a ſtory of thy noble as : 
4ell her thou mad'ft away her ynckle Clarence, 
Her Vncle Riaery, yea, and forher ſake 
Madeſt quicke conuciance with her good Aunt Anve, 
Kimg, Come,come, ye mocke me, this is not the way 
To winne your daughter. 
Os, There is no other way, 
Vnlefle thou could(t put on ſome other fhape, 
And not be R:c4.ird that hath done all this, 
King, Inferre faire Englanas peace by his alliance, 
Os. Which ſhe ſhall purchace with Mill laſting warre, 
Kang, Say thit the King which may command intreats 
2s, That at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 
K1»g. Say ſhe {hall be a high and mighty Queene, 
©#, ſo waile the title as her mother doth, 
King. Say I will loue her eucrlaſtingly. 
2: but how long ſha!l that tile cuer laſt ? 
Kemg,Sweet!y intorce ynto her faire lives end, 
©n, But how long faircly ſhal! that title laſt ? 
King. Solong as heauen and nature lengrhens it, 
Os, Solong as hell and R ichardlikes of it, 
King. Say I ber ſoueraignc am hcr ſubicRloue, = 
Qs. But ſh: your ſubic& loths ſuch ſoueraingtie. 


K ing. 


Of Richard the Thit d! | 
King, Be cloquent in my beha{fe to her. | | 
Ox. An honeittale ſpeeds beſt being plainely tould, | 
Keng, | hen in plaive tearmes rel{ her iy louing eale. | 
£«,Piaine and not Honelt isco harſh a file, 
King Madam your reaſons are teo' ſhallow and to quicke, 
' Os, Onomy reaſons are to deepeand dead : 
Teo deepe and dead poote infants inthere graue, | 
Harpe on it flill ſhall I, cill keart-ſtrings breake, | 
King. Now by my George,my Garter, and my Crowne: | 
4. Prophain'd,diſhounord, and the third yſerped, 
Kmg,1 (were by nothing, | 
Ow, By nothing for this is no ouch, 
The George prophain'd,hath loft his holy honour : 
The Garter blemiſhr, pawn'd his Kaightly vertue - 
The Crowne vſurpt diſgrac't his Kingly dignity, 
If nothing thou wilt ſwere tobe belecued, | 
Sweare then by ſomething thatthou haſt not wrong d, 
King. Now, by the world: 
Qe, Tis full of thy foule wrongs : 
King, My Fathers death : 
Os. Thy ſelfe hath that diſhonor'd, 
King, Then by my ſelte. 
Os, Thy ſelte,thy ſelfe miluſeſt : 
Kmg, Why then by God: 
On. Gods wrong is moſt of all: 
If thou hadſt fcar'd,to breake an oath by him, 
The yaity tue King thy brother made, 
Had not bcene broken,nor my brother ſlaine. 
I thou hadR feard to breake an oth by him, 


The [mperiallmetcall circling now thy brow, 
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Had grac'cthe tender tembles of my child, | 
And both the Princeshad bcene breatbing here, | | 
Which now wo tender play-tellowe for duſt, 


Thy broken faith hath madea prey tor wormcs- 
Kwp. By the time to come. 
Qs. Taat thou haſt wrong d in timeorepaſt, 
- For Imy ſclfe haue mavy teares to walh 
Hereafter cime for time, by thc paſt wreng'd, 
The children liue, whoſe parents thou haſt flaughceres, 
| K 3 Ys 
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Vi;zovernd youth, to waile it with her age, 

The par:nte line whole children thou hatt butchered, 

O!4 withred plants Lo WaiiC It Wit!) TRe1r acc 5 
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Mifuled, ere yied, by time milufed oropate, 

King. As Ien end to proſper and repenc, 
Sothriue I 1n my daygerus 2ftempt 
Ofhottile armes, my leife,my felfe conforny, 
Day yeeic d me not thy {ight, nor night ty rol? 

be oppolite ail ploncts of Uolel Iuck © . 

lomy Has Wo as, it with pure hearts lone 

Imnmaculeted Jeuoticn, holy thoughts, 

I render net thy beautcaus priacely davo! titer, 

It; her conſiſts my happinefle and thine, 
YWit1out her followcs to this land and me, 

To hee her ſelſe and majy a Chriſtian ſoule, 

52d ucſolate ruine and decay, 

{t cannot be auoided but by this : 

'£ 1931] not be aovided bur by this : 

Cherefore g90d Mother {I mult call you fo} 

Be the atturney of my loue toher. 
Plead what I will be, not what I haue beeno, 
No: by deſeits, but wi at I will deferto - 

Vrg2: choneccilitic and late of eines, 

Anz benzrt pecuith fond jn deepe d-fiv TIES 

Le $32!1 I be rempred of the djue 1 1! thus: 

King.l, it che Diuciltempr Thee to Joe £09C, 

Da. \ha!l I forger my {clfe to bee my ſelie 2 

Kizgs7, ifygur ſclues remembrance wroug your ſelt: 

2a. Burihþu did kill my Children. 

King. but in your daughters wombe Ile bury ther: 
Wherein that neſt of (ſpicery there ſhall breed, 
Seltes ofthemſclues to your recomfi:ure, Y 

Oa, Shall I goe win my daughter to thy will ? 

Kimg. And be ahappic mother in the deed. 

1.1 goc, writ to me yery ſhortly. 


King. Beare her my true louzs kifle : farewell, Bvir, Os. 


Releaing foole and (halls y changiag woman Enter Rat. 
Rat, My gracious {01 craigae one the Weſterne coaſt. 
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of Richard the Thiz?, 
Rideth a puiſſant Nauie : To the ſhore, 
Throng many doubttull koliow-htaricd frien.!s, 
V+i:irm'd and ynreſolu't to beate them backe - 
Tis cheughr thor Rebrioras their Admirali: 
Ang there they aull expecting bur the aice, 
O*' Buckinghors, toweicoinethem alhore, 
King, Some hight-foct friend poſt tothe D,of Norfolke. 
Raiſe thy lelte, or Catezby, were is he? 
Cer, Heere my Lorc. > 
K::o.Flis tothe Nuke : pot thou ro Salisbury, 
View thou comctl there, dull vnmindfull villa;ne 
VWiy itands rnou ftill,2md goeſt not to the Duke? 
Car. Firlt mightic fourcraigne let me know your mind, 
What from your grace fhall deliver him. 
K4;:g, O true good Catesby, bid him levie ſtraight, 
Thegrearcll {lrength and power he can make, 
And mecte me prelently at Salr;bnry. 
Aat.Whar is your hichnefle pleaſure I ſhal doat Salrrbary? 
Kirg,Wiy,what ſhouldſt thou doe there before I gee? ©. 
Rat. Your Highneſſe told me I ſhould poſt b*-fore, 


"4. id ' i es ! 9 l 4 > 3D PR 4 . - Y ? . 
Cing My minutes chang'd fir, my minde i: caangd : 
C C cc 


115 now What newes with you s 

Dir. None coog my Lord to pleaſe you with 
Nornone fo bad but it may well be told. 

Kmyg, Hoidaie ariddle neither good nor 52d : 
Why cozlt thou runne fo many miles about, 
When rhon maieR cell thy tale ancercr wa”, 
Once more whatnewes; 

Dar. Richmond is one the ſeats 

Kirg. Thee let him finke, and be the ſeas on him, 

White livered runagate what coth hethere; 
D ar,] knownort migatie ſoncraigne but by gueſſe 

Kmg. Well fir, as you guetle, 

Dar. Sturdvpby Dorſet ,Buckingham, and Ely, 
Hemakesfor England, there to ciaime the crowne. 

King. Is the Chaire empty?Is the (word vnſwaid ? 
Is the King dead>the Empire vnpoſſeſt ? 
What heire of Yorke i5 there aliue but we ? 
And who is England; King, but great YTorkes heice ? 
2 K 3 Then 
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Then to! ie what dot ie ypon thi tca? 

Dar mmititeter :natiny Leige I cannot gueſle. 

(ing. Va.efle for that he comes tobe your Liege, 
You cant giaefſe whirretore the Welchmen comee, 

{1-210 wilt retion ant te to him YT feare, 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore miſltriult me not. 

Kmr Whereis thy power now to beat him backe ? 
Waere are thy tenatts and thy followers? 

Arc they not now vpon the weſterne ſhare, 
Safe conaucting the rebels from their lhips, 

Dar, No my gocd Lord my friends are in the Noith, 

King. Cold frieaos to Richard, what dothey in the North? 
When they ſhould ſerue their ſoueraigne inthe Well, 

Dar, They have not beene commanded mighty ioutaigne, 
Plesſe it your Maieſty to giue me leaue, 

Tie mutter vp my friends and meete your grace, 
Where and what time your maieſty ſhall pleaſe ? 

Kmg. 1,1, thou would(t begone tojoyus with Richmond, 

I willnot truſt you fir, : 

Day. Molt mighty ſoueraigne 
7ou haue nocauſe to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, 

I ceuer was norneuer will be falſe, 

Kmg,Well,go mutter men; bur heare you,leaue behind 
Your lon George Stanley, Jooke your faith be ferme : 
Orelſe his heads afſurarce is but fraile. ; 

Dar. So 'deale with him, as I proue true to you. Exir, 

Enter a AAeſſenger, 
- Meſ My gracious ſoueraigne, now in Dewonſiire, 
As I by friends am well advertiſed, 
Sir Wellkam Conrtney,and the kaughtie Prelue, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his brother there, 
With many more cenfederates arc in armes, 
Enter another Meſſenger, 
AMecſ. My Leige in Kent the Gmrforas are in armes, 
And euery houre more competitors 
Flocke ro their aide, and fill there power ircreaſeth, 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
A1eſ. My Lord thearmy of the Duke of Buckingham. 
| He ſtrike; him. 
kin. Tg 


of Richard the Third, 

Kirg, Out cn ye Owles , noiting but ſongs of death, 
T a-« thar vnti'e you bring mee better newes. 

I, Your grace miſtakes, the newes I bring is good, 
My neves1s, that by ſudden flood and fall of waters, 
Tic Duke of Buck»ghimsamy is diſperſt and ſcattered: 
£ nd he himſe:te led vo man knowes whither, 

Kirg Olery you mercy | did miſtake, 

&. iclfje re waid him for the blow I gaue him; 
Hath ai y well aduiſcd friend giuen our, 
Reuards tor him that brings in Buckingham? 
Alef Such Proclamation hath beene made my Liege. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 

Zteſ, Sir Themas Lowell, and Lord marques Dorſet, 

Tis ſaid my Liege ate vp in armes., 

Yer this good comfort brirg I to your grace, 

] he Brittaige Navie is diſperlt, Richmond in Dorſet fhire, 
Sent eut a boat to aske them one the ſhore, 

Ifthey were his afliilants,yea, orno ; 

Who anſwered him they came from Buckinghans 

Vpon his pattie - ke miſiruſting them, 

Hoiſt faile, and made away for Btittaine. 

rg. March on,march on fince we are vp in armes, 

Tfnovt ro fight with forraine enemyes, 
Yetto beat Cowne theſe rebels here at home. - 
_ Emer Eatesby. 
Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the belt newes, that the Eate of Richmond 
's with a mightie power landed at Muford, 
is colder newes, yet they muſt betold.. 
Kmg. Away towards Salicbary, while we reaſon here, 
A royall battell might. bce wonne and loſt, 
Some one take order Buckingham, be brought 
To Salnbary, the reſt march on with me, 
Enter Darby,Sir ( briſtspher. 
Dar. Sir Chriſtspher tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the Rte of this moſt bloody bore, 
My ſon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
Tf I reuolt off goes yong Georges head, 
Thefeare of thac , wich-holds my preſent aide, 
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Zire) mo,vchere ts princely Richmora tow ? 
Chi, fr Persbroohe, or at Hertford welt int#ater. 
£/,r. What men of rare trefort to him ? 

Curt Sit Falter, Herbert arenowned ſouldier, 

Sir Gilbert T atoot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoub:ed Pembrooke,fir James Blun?, 

Rice 8p Thom, With a valiant creay, 

With many more of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they doe bend their courſe, 

ir by the way they be not foughe withall, 

Dar Retarne vato my Lord,commend meto kim 

Tel} kim,the Queene hath hartilie conſented 

jc ſhall cſpouſe Eirz4beth her daughter, 

Cheſe Letters will reſolue him of my mind, 

Farewell. E rxemmt, 

Enter Buckimgham to execution, 
Bac. Wi'l not King Richardlet me ſpeake with him ? 
R at, No wy Lord, therefore be patient.' 
Buc. Haſtmgs,and Edwaras children, Riners, Gray, 

Holie King Heyry, and thy faire ſonne Edward, 

7 aughan, and all that haue miſcarried, 

33y voderhand corrupted, foule iniuſtice, 

irchat your moodie diſcontented ſoules, 

Do through the cloudes behold this preſent houre, 

Euen for reuenge:mocke my deftrudtion : 

This 1s All-Toules day fellowes, is it not? 

Rat, Itis my Lord. 
Buc Why then all-ſoules,daie is my bodies Doomeſday : 

This is the day that in King Edwardstime 

I wiſht might fail one me when I was found 

Falſe to his children,or his wiues allies : 

This is the day where in I withe to fall, 

By the fall? faithof him Itrufted molt : 

"ts isal!-foules day, to my fearefull ſoule, 

{s he determined, deipie of my wronges : 

That hich all-{-cr that Idallied with, 

Hath tuind my fained prai.r one my head, 


And given in earnelt what I begd injeaſt, 


Thus doth he force che ſword of wicked men 
| þ Ee 1o 
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To tune their points on their maiſters boſome : 

Now Margrets curſe is fallen vpen my head, 

When he quoth ſhe, ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 

Remember Aargret was a propheteſle, 

Come firs,conucy me to the blocke of ſhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with drumes and trampets. 

Reich, Fellowes in armes, and my moſt louing friends, 

Bruiſ'd vuderneath the yoake of tyrannie, 

Thus farre into the bowe!s of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment 

And heere recejue we from eur father Sranley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched, bloody,and vſurping boare, 

That ſpoil'd your ſommer-field, and fruirfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like waſh, and makes his trough, 

In your imboweld boſome,this foule ſwine 

Lies now euen in the center of this Iſle, 

Neereto the towne of Leiceſter as we learne - 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies merci, 

In Gois name cheare on, couragious friends, 

Toreape the harueſt of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of ſharpe warre. 

1 Loy. Every raans conſcicnce is a thouſand ſwords 
To fite againft that bloudie homicide, 

2 Loy. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

2 Lor, He hath no friends but who are friends for feare, 
Which inhis greateſt need will ſhrinke from him. 

Rich. all for our aduantage, thenin Gods name march, 
True hope is ſwift, and flics with ſwallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and mearer creatures Kings3 

Enter King Richard, Nor. Katciffe, C atesby with others, 


King. Heere pitch our tents, even here in Boſworth ficid, 


Why how now Catesby, why loskeſt hou fo ſad? 
Cat. My heart is ten times liyvhcer then my look?s: 
Kino. Nor folks, come hither : 

Norfolke,we mult haye knockes ha muſt wenot ? 
Nor. We muſt both giue and taxc,my gracious Lord. 
King. Vp wich my tent, 929” Brig I lye tonight, 
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B it wliert tomorrow ? well all is one fer that : 
Who liach deforicd the nijn.ver ofthe los; ; 
N or. ix 0: feuca thouſand is their greatelt number, 
Ring. \Viy,out ba:taii.n cicblcs that account, 
Befides that a Kings name 1s 3 tower of ſtreapth, 
Wihichihcy vpon the acyers party Wa:ts 
Vp wit}: my tent there yalionc Genenen, 
Let v« {uruey ihe vantage 0: the field, 
Call tor ſome: men of ſou 3d diredtron, 
Lets went 1:0 diſciplns,make no dlay, 
For Lords to morrovw 15a buſt? day, Fxiunt, 
Enter Richwend with the Lords, 
Rich, The wtary Sunne hath made a golve., ſeat, 
And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 
Giues ſignall of a goodiy day to morrow , 
Where i» Sir #/1/t12m Brandon, he ſhail beare my Ntanderd, 
The Eale of Pembrooke keeps his regiment, 
Good Caprtaine B/-ni beare my good night to him, 
And by the ſecond houre inthe morning, 
Deſi:e the Earle to ſee mein myTent, 
Yet one thing more, good Bluxt before ton gock, 
Whereis Lord $terley quartcrd, doeft thou now 27 
Blant. V,nles I haue miſtaine his colouts much, 
Which wcll I am aflur'd T hate not done. 
His regiment lieth la'te a mile ac leaſt, 
South from the mighty power of tlic King. 
* Reich, If without peril] it be poſſible, 
Good Captaine Blur bcare my good night to him, 
And giuehim from me this molt needfuli ſcrowle. 
Blunt, Vpon my lite my Lord, Ile vendrtake it, 
Rich. Farewell Good blunt. 
Giue me ſome Inke and paper inmy tent, 
Ile dia wv the forme and modle of our batte!l, 
Limit each leader to his ſeuerall charge, 
And partin juſt propoition our ſmall! firength : 
Come tet vs conſulr ypon to morrowes bulineſle, -.- 
Into ow tent, the aire 13 raw and cold, 
Enter King Richard, Nor R ateliffe, (aterby. 
XKmp. What is a Clocke / 
- Et ALL 
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Of Richard the Ther d, - | 
Cat. It is ſix of the c!ocke full ſupper time, | 
- King; 1 will not ſup to night, giue me ſome Inke and paper; | 
What is my Beauer cafter then it was ? ; ' 


And all my armour laid into my tent. 
Cat, Itis \ny Leige,and allthingsare in readinefle, 


King, Good Norfolee hie thee to thy charge, 

VE carefull watch, chule truſtie Centinell. | 
Nor. 1 goe my Lord. | 
King.Stur withthe Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk, . = 
N or. I wartant you my Lord, = 
King. Catesby. | j 
Rar, My Lord. ; f 


King, Send out a Purieuant at armes 
To Stavleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifivg, leatt his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 
Fill me a boule of wine, giue me a watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the field co morrow, 
Looke that my taues be ſound and not too heauy Ratcliffe. 


Rat, My Lord, 
Kmg. Sawelt thou the meJancholy I. Northumberland ? 
Rat, Thom the Earle of Serrey,and himlelfe, ; 


Much ke Cockſhut time,from troupe to troupe 

Went throughthe army chering vp the ſouldiers,* 
Kmg.1ol aim fitisfied, givemea boule of wine, 

I have not thatzlacrity ct ſpirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to hae : 

Set it downe, is Inke and paper reac y ? 


Rat, It is my Lord. | ; 
King. Bid my guard watcn, leaue me, : 
Ratcliffe about the midſt of night come tomy tent [i 
And helpe to arme me, leaye me I ſay. Exit Rape t 
F: 


Enter Darby to Richmon :s h5 rene, 
Dar. Fortune and victory fit one thy belme, 
Reich, All comfort that the darke night can aford, by 
Beto thy pcrſon, nodle fatherin lawe, 
Fl me hoy fares ovr ncble mother? 
Dar. I by xturaey blefſ2 thee from thy motiter, 


Who prayes centinually {; Richmonds good 
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Somuch for that z the ſilent houres Neale on, 

Aflakie darktncfle breakes within the Eaſt, 

In briefe , for!o the featon bidsvs be : 

Prepare thy battell early 1n tlie morning, 

And pur thy fortune to the arbiterment 

O: bloudy ttrokes and mortal} ſtaring warre, 

I as I may, that which I would ] caniot, £ 

With bc{t aduantage will decciue the time, 

And aide thee 1n this doubtful! ſhocke of armes - 

But one thy fide Imay not be too forward, 

Leaſt being ſcenethy tenver brother George, 

Be exccuted in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leaſure and the fearefull time: 

Curs off the ceremonious yowes. of loue, 

And ample enterchange of {weete diſcourſe, 

Which fo leng {und:ed friends ſhould dwell ypon, 

God giue leiſure of theſe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew be valiant and ſpeede well. 
Rich. Good Lords conduGt him to his regiment : 

Ic ftrive with troubled thoughts co take a nap, 

Leaſt leaden ſlumber peiſe me downe to morrouw, 

When I ſhould mounc with wings of viRory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentilcmen, 

O thou whoſe captaine I account my leife, 

Looke one my force withthy gracious eyes: 

Pur in there hands thy brufng Irons of wrath, 

Taat they may cruſh downe with heauy tal), 

The vſurping helmet of onr aduerſaries, 

Make vs thy miaiſters of chaſticement: 

That we may praiſe thee inthe victory, 

To thee I doe commend my watchfull foule, 

EreTI ler talithe windowes of mine eyes, 

Slecping and waking, oh,detend me ill, 


Enter the gh1ſt of prince Edſon to Henry the ſixt 
Ghoſt ro K' Ric. Let mz lit heauy on thy ſoule ro morrow 
Thinke Tow thou (tablt me in my prime of yourh 
At Tewgerbury ; diſpaire and die. 
To Rich, Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged _—_ 
; 0 
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Of butchered Princes fight inthy behaife, 
King Hezrres flue K:chond comforts thee, 
Enter the Ghoft of [Tearythe (ixt, 
Goto K.Kic, A hen | was montall my anpointed body, 
By chee was punched full of hojes, | 
Think- on the T ower, and me :difpaire and die, 
Har rie the f1xt bids thee Gilpaire and die, 
To Rich, Vertuous 3ud hoſy be thou conqueror, 
FH arr that Propheficd thou ſhouldſi be King, 
Duth comfort thee in thy ſleepe,liue and flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Clarence. 
Ghoſt . Let me fic heauy one thy ſoule to morrew, 
I chat was waſht to death withfullſeme wine, 
 Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death: 
To morrow inthe batrtell thinke oa me, 
And fall thy cdgel: fle fword,dilpaire and die, 
To R:ch, Thou off-ſpring of the houſe of Laneaſter, . 
The wronged heires of 7orke de pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy bactell, live and flouriſh. 
Enter the ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, Vaughan, 
Nin, T.et me fit heauy one thy ſoule to morrow, 
Freer:that died at Pozafre;dilpaire and die. 
Gray. Thinke vpon Gray and let thy ſoule diſpaire- 
Vangh.Thinke vpon Vanghan and with guilty feare 
Ler fail thy launce, diſpaire and die, 
All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Rich, boſome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day, 
Enter the ghoſtof L.Haſtmgs. 
Ghs/?. Bloody and guilty, guilily awake, 
And in a bloody batrell end thy dayes, 
Thinke 0n Lord Haſtings diſpaire and die. 
To Rech, Quiet vatroubled foule,awake, awake, 
Arme,fightand conquer for faire England ſake. 
| Enter the Ghoſt of two yong Princes 
bot. Dreame on thy couſens ſmothered inthe tower 
Let vs be layd with in thy boſome R:ebard, 
And Weigh thee downe toruine ſhame and death, 
Thy Nepaewes ſoulesbid thee diſpaire and die, 
ToRi. Sleepe Richmonailcepe m peace,and wake in ioy. 
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Gocd Angels guard thee from the Bo2:cs arnoy. 
Liueand beoct a happy race of Kings- 
7- # . _ } . we , 
Edwards untappy fontes £/o bid thee flouriſh, 


Enter the h1Þ of QJncene Anne hu wiſe. 

Rrchard, Thy wife that wretched Arrethy wite, 
Thnatreuer l:pta quicr houre with ta2-, 2 
Now fils chy ſfIcepe wi.h perturbations, 
To morrow in the battajle thinks one me, 
Ard fall thy edgetef(= {word, deſpaircan.1 die, 
To Rich. Thou quiet ſoule,fleepe thou aquict fleepe, 
D;came of ſticcetle and happy victory, k 
1 by ack:er{aries wife doth pray for thee, 


E wer the ghoſ? of Buckingham, 

The fir{t was I rhat heipt thee to the Crowne, 
TheJaſt wzs [ that felt the tyrany, 
O in the barttel] thinke on Buckmgham, + 
And diein terror of thy guiltneſſe : 
Dreame on,drean:c on,of bloudie deeds and deatli, 
Fainting diſpaire,di[pairing yeeld thy breath, 

To Rech. 1 cied for hope ere I could lend thee aid, . 
Burt chearethy heart, and be thou noc diſtnajd, 
God and good Angels fight on Richtonds fide, 
And Rickard fals in height of all his pride. 


K. Richard ſtarted out of a dreame, 

K Rich, Give me anothrr horſe, bind vp my wounds : 
Haue mercy Icfu : ſoft I did but dreame. 
OO couard conſcience, how doeſt thou afflit me? + 
The lights burne blew, it is not deace midnight: 
Cold fearefull drops land on my trembling fleſh, 
What doc I feare iy ſelte? theres none elfe by, 
Richard loues Richard,that is I am 1, 
:3 there a murtherer here, No. yes I am, 
Fhen flie, what from my ſelfe?great reaſon why, 
Left I revenge. What?my ſelfe vpon.my ſelfe ; 
Alacke Iloue my felfe,wherefore ? for any good 
That my ſelfe hath done vnto my ſelfe : 
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O n0 : alas I rather hate my ſelfe, 
For ha:ctvll deeds commuted by my ſelfe : 
I ama viilame,yciIlye.l am not. | 
Focle of thy ſelte ſprake wellfoole doe not flatter, 
MM; conſcience hath a thouſand ſeuerall tongues, 
"Ani euery tongue brings IN a ſcnerall tale. 
Ar4 euery taie condemnes me for a villaine: 
uy,inthe higheſt degree, 
Murder, fterre murder,in the dyreft degree, 
/\}} ſeucrall Gnnes ,all vide in each degree, _ 
Thiong all co the barre,crying all, guiltie,guiltic, 
.T ail diſpaire, there is no creature loues me, 
And if I dic, no ioule ſhall pittie me : 
And wheretore ſhould they? ſince that I my felle, 
Find jn my ſelfe no pitty ro my ſelfe. 
1ethought the ſoules of all that 1 haue murthered 
C ame to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomcrrowes vengeance onthe head of Richard 
Enter Ratc'iffe. 
Rat My Lord, 
' Kr, Lounds who is theie ? | 
Rt, NA y Lo:dtis I: theearcly viliage cocae, 
Haue thrice done ſalutation tothe mornc, 
Yourf.jenys are yp, and buckle onthzir armour, 
Rog. O Rail fer] haue dream'da fearcull dreame> 
\Woar think(t chou, will our friends prone all true ? 
Rat. No doubt my Lord, 
King. O Ratcliffz I feare, 1 feare, 
Rat. Nay good my Lord be not sff:aid of ſhadowes, 
King, By the Apofile Paul ſhadowes to night 
Haue (trooke mo-eterrour tothe ſyule of Richard, 
T hen can the ſubſtance &fren thouſand ſouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and ledby ſhallow Rithmond, 
Tis nor yetncere day come 002 with me, 
| Vnderour cents lle play the eweſe-dropper, ' 
To heareif ally meane to ſhrinke from me. Zante 
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Enter the lords to Richmond, 
Zord;, Good mor row R 1chmond, 


Rich, 
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*:ch, Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull gentle men, 
Tia: you haue tane atardy ſluggard heere, 

Le. How have you 1:prmy Lord? 

Kich. Theſmeeteſt {]2cp2, and faircſt boding dreames, 
Ttiat euer entred ina drowhe head, 


Have] fince your deparrure had my Lord; 


Me thought their ſoules whoſe body Richard murthered, 
Came to my rent and cricd on victory : 

I promilc you my ſoule is very iocund, 

In the remembrance of (o faire a dreame, 

How farre mtorhe morning is it Lords? 

Lor. Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme, and giue direftion, 
More then [ haue ſaid, louing country-men,(H:s Oration ts 
The leiſure and inforcement of the time, (bu ſonldijers. 
Forbids te dwell ypon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caule,fight ypenour fide, 
The prayers of holy Saints and wronged ſoules, 
Like high reard bulwarkes,ftand before our faces, 
Richard except,thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow : 
For whatis he they follow?truely gentlemen, 
A bloudie tyrant,and a homicide, | 
On raiſed in bloud, and one in bloud eftabliſhed : 
One that made meanes to come by that hehath, 
And flaughtered theſe that were the meanes to helpe him : 
A bace foule tone,made precious by the {oyle 
Of England; chaire, where he isfalfly ſer, 
On thar hath ever beene Gods enemy : 
Then if you fight againft Gods enemy, 
God will in iuftice ward you as his ſouldiers: 
If you ſweare to put a tyrant dowe, 
You fleepe in peace the tyrant being ſlaine, 
Ifyou doe fight againft your countryes foes, 
Your countries fat, ſhall pay your paines the hire, 
If yon doe fight in ſafegard of your wiues, 
Your wiues (hall welcome home the conquercurs : 
If you doe free your children from the fword, 
Your childrens children quitsitin your age ; 
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Then inthe name of God andall theſe rights, 
- Aduance your ſtandards draw your willing ſwords 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold corps on the earths could face : 
But if I thrive,the gaine of my attempr, 
The leaft of you ſhall ſhare his par: thereof, 
Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and checrefully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and victery, 
Enter Kmg Richard, Rat. of 6. 
Kmg. What fayd N orthwmberland 28 touching Richwond? 
Rat. That he was neuer train'd yp in armes. ; 
Kivg. He fayd the truth, and what ſaid Sarrey then.” 
Ras. He ſmiled and (ayd, the better fer our purpoſe. 
King. He was in the right, and fo indeed it us : 


Tell the clockethere The clocks firiketin 
Giue mea Kalender,who ſaw the ſunnc t@ day? 
Rat.Not I my Lord, 


Xing. then hediſdainesto ſhine, for by the booke, 
He ſhould have brau'd:the Eaſt an houre agoe, 
A blacke day will ie be to ſome bedy, 

Rat, My Lord. 
Kmg. The ſunne will not be ſeene to day, 
The skie dh frowne and lowre ypon our army, 
I would theſe dewie teares were from the ground, 
Not ſhine co day, why, what is that to me 
Mo: the: coRichmend ? forthe ſelfe-fame heauen 
Thx tr.,,wnes on me leoke ſadly ypon him, 

Enter Norfolkz, 

Nor. Arme,arme,my Lord, thefoe yaunts in the field. 

Kmg. Come bulile, buſtle, capariſon my horſe, 
Call vp Lord Srawley,bid him bring his power, 
I will lead forth my: ſoulfliers cothe plaine,, 
And thus my batte}l ſhall bee ordered. 
My fore-ward ſhall bs drawnceinlength,: 
Conſiſting equatlyof horſe andfoote. 
Our archers ſhall be placed in the midſt, 
Tohn Duke of Norfothe;Thowas Earle of Swrrep 
Shall haue the Jeading of the: foore and horſe, 
They thus direQed,. ON IE = 
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In tne maine batte!l, w hoſe puiffance on either fide 

Shall b:e well winged with our ckicteR } prfe 7 

This, and Saint Gorge to booce, wha: thinkeſt chou not, 

Nor A good direction wariike ſaueraigne, He [heweth 
Thi found 1 one my tent this morning, bim a paper. 

Teckey of N orfolke be not to bold, 
For Dickon thy maſter « boyght aud ſold. 

King. Athing deviſed by theeuemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vito his charge, 

Let notour babling dreamcs affright our ſoules, 
Conſcience is a word that cowards vie, 

Deuiſdeas firft to keepe the [trong in awe, 

Our ſtrong-armes be our conſciences,@.r ſwores our lawe, 
March on,ioyne braucly, let vs too it pel] mell, 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell, Hus oration 
What ſhall I ſay more then [ hae inferd, tobe army. 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A ſort of yababonds, Raſcols,and run-awayes, 

A ſcum of Britraines, and baſe Iackey peſants, 

Whome their ore cloyed countrey vomits forth 
Todeſperate aduentures and aflur'd deftcuRtion, 

You ſlceping ſafe they bring you to yorelt : 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beautious wines, 

They would reſtraiae the one, diſtaine the other, 

And who doth lead them bur a paltry fellow? 

Long kept in Britcaine at our mothers coft,. 

A milke-ſop one thar neuer in his life 

Felt ſo much cold as ouer ſhoves in ſnow + 

Lets whip theſe ſtraglers ore the ſeas againe, 

L aſh hence theſe ouerweening rags of Fraxce, 

Theſe famiſht beggers weary of their liucs, | 
| Who bur for dreaming on this fond exploit, | 

For want of meanes poore rats had hang'd themſclues. 

If we be conquered let men conquer vs, | 

And not theſe baſtard Britcaines whom our fathers 

Haue in their own2land beaten, bob'd and thumpt, 

And o:1record [:ftihem the heire of ſhame. | 
Shall cheſe e157 our lands, lie with our wines ? 
Raviſh our daugacers, harke L heare rhere deum,, 
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Right Gentlemen of Englaxdfight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers, draw you arowes to the head, 
Spur your proud korſcs bard, and ride in blood, 
Amazethe welkin with yonr broken ſtaues, 
What faics Lord Stanley will he bring his power ? 

1cf, My Lord he doth deny ro come. 

Kg, Off with his ſokne Georges head. 

N or, My Lord the enemy is paſt the marſh, 
A*ter the battel! Ice George Stanley die. 

King.A thouſand hearts are great with in my boſoms, 
A Jjuznceour ſtandards, ſet ypon our foes, 
Our ancient word of ceurage faire Saint George 
Iofpire vs with the fpeene of fiery Dragons, 
Vpon them, victory fits one our kelpes, 

Alaram excyr fions, Enter Catesby. 

f Cat. Reſcew my Lord of Norfolke, reſcew reſcew, 
The King enacts more wondersthen a man, 
Daring an oppohte to euery danger, 
His horſe is ſlaine, and all one foctc he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 


Reſcew, faire Lord, or elſc the day 15 loſt, Enter Richgrd 


K1:g. Ahorſe,ahorſemy Kingdome fora horſe. 
Cat, Withdraw my Lord, il: h:*|pe you to a horſe. 
Kmg. S'ave I haue fet my life ypona cat, 

And I will tend the h3zard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmond: in the field, 

Fiue haue [ {laine to day inſtead of him. 

A horſe,a horſe, my kingdome for a horſe: 


Alarum, Enter. Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard is 


flaine then retrait being ſounded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crowne with otber Lords, 


Rech. God and your arme be praiſed yitorious friends, _ 


The day is ours the bloudie dog is dead. 
Dar. Conragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
| Loc heere this long vſurped royalties, 
Fromthe dead temples ofchis bloudy wretch, 
Hauel pluckr off to grace thy browes with all, 
Weare it, and make much of it. 


Roch. Great God of heanen ſay Amento all, 
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Buttell ms, is yong,George Stauley lining ? | 
Dar, He is my Lord,and ſafe in Lafer rowne, 
Whether ifir pleaſe you, we may now withdraw ys. 
&ich, what men of name are ſhine one either fide ? 
lobn Duks of Nerf olee, Valter Lord Ferri, fir 
Robert Broker. bury, ſir Wiliam Brandon. 
Rich. Enter their badicg as become their births, 


\ Proclaime a pardoatg. the ſouldiers fled, 


That in ſubmiſſion will retyrne vs, | 

And then as, we haue tang the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white raſe and red. 

Smile heauen ypon this faire caniunRtion, | 

That long hath frown'd ypon their cmmity. 

What traycor heares me, gad (ayca not Amen? _ 
England hath long becne mad,and (card her felfe, 
The brother blindly ſhed the brothers blood, 
The father raſhly flaughtered his awne ſonne, 

The ſonne compeld, beene butcher to the (ite, 

All this deuided Yorke and Lexcafter, 

Deuided in there dire diuifion. 

O. now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceeders of each royall houſe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 
And letthy heires (God if they will beſo ) 

Enrich the time ro come with {mooth-fac't peace, 
With ſmiling plenty and faire proſperous daies, 
Abatethe edge of traitors gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thee bloudje dayes againe, 
And make poore Eng/eang weepe infireames of bloud, 
Letthem nat liue ta taft this lands increaſe, 
That would with treaſon wound this faire lands peace. 
Neyv.ciuell wounds, arc Ropt, peace lives againe, 
That ſhe may loug liue heare, God ſay Amens 
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